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Chapter 1: Girl and 
Umbrella 


Summer has always been short. The reason being the 
culture of summer vacation for students, and time seems to 
fly by when you are enjoying this culture. 


However, | don't have summer vacation now. | had to run 
my own shop to make a living. To me, when the people 
around me took a break, that was when | started earning 
money. 


Even so, this was still a pleasant summer. Caught in the 
torrent of tourists, | was so busy that my head spun. | 
changed to late night operations midway through, and the 
customer flow finally normalized. 


My worries about customers visiting so late at night was 
unnecessary in the end. 


There were people who went out late at night, and most of 
them were brimming with curiosity and few hesitated in 
visiting new places. After learning about my Café, there 
were repeat customers who came because they found the 
place interesting. 


Opening shop late at night, then closing shop at dawn as if | 
was fleeing from the sun. | would then clean up and go to 
bed, and it wasn’t too tough after | got used to this lifestyle. 


And now, | could spare the effort to go out shopping in the 
evenings. 


The streets were a mess as always. A lot of people gathered 
here in order to catch a glimpse of the Songstress. Colourful 
strings were connected between the buildings, with 
beautifully embroidered banners hanging on them. There 
were also decorations made with paper and scrap wood, 
which made me wonder how far they were actually going 
with that. 


Whenever the wind rises, these decorations that extended 
right down the streets would sway together, and the tourists 
would cheer. In higher places, dragon-like decorations would 
move with the wind, and look down at the people squeezing 
below. 


With so many people, there would be incidents. Pickpockets, 
thieves, brawls and molesters, there were no ends to such 
cries. 


| didn’t get tired of the noise at all and could watch it 
everyday. The energy of the people in this world was 
boundless. 


It took a lot of effort to buy things too. Squeezing into the 
crowd, finding the things | need, calling for a clerk then 
paying for the merchandise. When | bought everything | 
needed, my voice was hoarse and | was exhausted. 


| was getting ready to push myself and go back home when 
thunder boomed. | could see dark clouds in the distance 
between the hills. 


The weather changed quickly on these streets, and sudden 
downpours were common. | had gotten used to this, and 
thought it would rain as the clouds drew nearer. 


There wasn’t much | could do even if | knew it was going to 
rain. The people around me were as informed as | was. 


To avoid the incoming rain, the crowd started moving at the 
same time, forming a murky flow. The flow of people could 
mimic the forces of nature, and | could only follow, as if | 
was caught in the flow of people entering and exiting a train 
at full capacity. | tried to resist, but it was futile since | was 
too small. It was hopeless going against beastmen | needed 
to look up at to see their faces. 


The sky was covered in thick clouds in a blink of an eye, and 
| gave up. 


In the time it took for me to take a breather, it started 
raining hard. The sound of thunder, rainfall and yells were 
mixed together. But the rain didn’t care and drenched us all. 


Fortunately, | didn’t buy anything that could get drenched. | 
was completely soaked, so | didn’t rush and followed the 
crowd slowly. 


The people around me had resigned themselves too, 
chatting nonchalantly in the rain or haggling with the 
stallowners. 


"The Songstress is already in the city, right?" 
"Of course, they held such a grand parade after all." 


"| didn’t go to that one. Too many people fainted from over 
excitement and got hurt from the massive crowds, so | 
didn’t dare go near it." 


Nese | know. Do you know about the hotel the Songstress is 
staying in? They booked the whole building, and the guards 
stopped unauthorized people from entering." 


"If they don’t do that, the Songstress fans would charge 
right in." 


| could hear such conversations mixed with the rain. | see, 
so the Songstress was already here. | was sleeping during 
the day, and didn’t notice the parade. 


"Did you hear about the newcomer Songstress?" 
"| heard she is super cute." 


"| want to see her too. But I’m not talking about that, | heard 
that Songstress can’t sing." 


"A Songstress who can’t sing will just be a Princess. But | 
would like that too." 


<TL: 9, which means Songstress, consist of the words 
“Singing” and “Princess”> 


"| didn’t ask for your opinion. | heard during the promotional 
concert held in the capital, that Songstress didn’t make a 
sound the entire time." 


Vedapuatd Will this concert be fine? The tickets are really 
expensive. | queued for three days to get a standing ticket, | 
will cry if | can’t hear the song, you know?" 


| listened half heartedly to their conversations as | slowly 
walked with the crowd. | finally reached the alley towards 
the Café and left the crowd. Only the labyrinth lay ahead, so 
the crowd thinned out greatly. 


The rain continued falling, and | was completely drenched. 
So there was no need to rush as | thought about the past as 
| walked. 


In elementary school, there was a time | braved the rain 
despite having an umbrella. My clothes and bag were 
completely soaked, and my mother lectured me about it. 
However, being drenched by the rain made me happy for 
some reason, and | felt the same way right now. Getting 
drenched occasionally wasn’t that bad. 


| could finally see my shop. | wanted to take a bath after | 
got back. | didn’t want the rain water to dirty my shop, so | 
headed to the alley where the backdoor was. My field of 
vision was white and blurry because of the rain. 


There was a girl in the alley. 


She was wearing a white dress and sitting against the wall. 
She was hugging her knees to make herself smaller and 
protect herself. She was staring at the ground, and looked 
like a lost child who didn’t know where to go. 


When she heard my footsteps, the girl raised her head. The 
rain obscured my vision, but | could see her clearly from this 
close. She had small white wings on her back, and seemed 
to be from the Bird Tribe. Her young face was as delicate as 
a doll, and she was more expressionless than one. | 
wondered if her hollow glass-like eyes really registered my 
presence. 


seer Erm, are you alright?" 


| responded to her silent gaze. The girl didn’t say anything 
and turned her eyes back to the ground. Maybe she felt 
more intimate with the grains on the ground instead of me. 
It couldn’t be helped since this was the first time we met. 


| gave up on the back door and returned to the shop front. | 
unlocked the door and entered, the water immediately 
dripping off me onto the dry floor. | put the things | bought 


onto the counter, entered the storeroom and took out an 
umbrella and towels. 


| went outside again with my umbrella. The sound of the 
rain hitting the umbrella was loud. Careful not to let the 
towel get wet, | walked into the alley. The girl was still sitting 
there. | walked closer, but she didn’t look up. 


| moved the umbrella over here. The rain fell on me, but it 
was fine since | was already completely soaked. The girl 
Slowly looked up, and | placed a towel onto her white hair. 


"You'll catch a cold if you are wet." 


Golden pupils looked up at me from beneath the towel. She 
looked puzzled, but didn’t take any action. A little anxious, | 
squatted down, holding the umbrella with one hand and 
drying her hair with a towel with the other. Her head bobbed 
as | dried her hair. 


"W-What are you doing?" 


| could hear a faint voice from her. | stopped when | heard 
her clear voice. That voice was as cool as the air hanging 
over the streets before dawn. 


"Great, you can talk." 


| dried her hair, trying to hide the fact that | was 
mesmerized by her voice. The girl’s head bobbed as she 
made sounds like "Uwah, ughh." 


"This is my shop, so | would feel bothered if someone is 
sitting outside in the rain." 


"Uwah." 


When | started wiping her face, the girl grabbed my wrist. 
Her grip was weak, but | still stopped. 


"I-| will do it myself." 
"| see, then | will hold the umbrella." 


| let go, and she slowly wiped her face, and brushed her 
messy hair. She then looked up at me with a frown. 


ree I’m done." She said and pushed away my hand that 
was holding the umbrella. "You’re wet." 


“Thank you for your concern, but | was already wet when | 
came here." 


"I’m wet too." 
"Your face and hair are dry because of the towel." 


The girl held her bangs and looked at me with a serious 
face. 


P ieed Because big brother, you dried it for me on your own." 
"| also held the umbrella for you on my own volition?" 
The girl furrowed her brows a little as she looked at my face. 


"I’m troubled. Even if you do that for me, | don’t have 
anything on me." 


"It’s fine, don’t mind it." 


| couldn’t help smiling at her honest character. 


ais Is something funny?" 


"It’s nothing. So, are you going to sit here? You can avoid 
the rain if you go in." 


| pointed at the shop, and the girl looked at me with a 
baffled face. 


"What kind of shop is it?" 
"A Café" 
The puzzlement on her face deepened. 


"It’s a comfortable shop where you can spend time leisurely 
while enjoying a drink and a meal. | recommend Coffee" 


arene Thanks, but no thanks." 


The girl stood up, and | followed. | was short for a guy, but 
she was still a head shorter than me. She was around twelve 
or thirteen. 


“Thank you for this. I’m going back." 


She folded the towel and gave it to me. | took the towel and 
put it on the girl’s head again. While she was confused by 
that, | pushed the umbrella to her. People would naturally 
accept things that were suddenly pushed before them. 


"Take it. The rain will continue for a while." 
resiene That will be troubling." 


The girl with a towel on her head and an umbrella in her 
hand looked at me with furrowed brows. Her voice sounded 


very troubled, and | smiled: 


"| will give you the umbrella and towel. Don’t forget them 
the next time it rains." 


| went back after saying that. The girl didn’t say anything. 


| took a hot shower after returning to the shop. Summer was 
over, so | would get a cold if | stay drenched. | hoped that 
girl wouldn’t get sick. 


After changing my clothes, | wiped the shop’s floor and 
counter. Looking out, the rain was still falling. | peeked at 
the alley, and the girl was gone. The umbrella and towel 
were gone, she must have taken them with her. Feeling a 
little relieved, | started unpacking the things | bought. 


Chapter 2: Coffee and 
Smoke and Humming 


The surroundings were completely shrouded in darkness, 
and | started my preparations to open shop. Normal eateries 
had already closed, and the shops with their lights on were 
mostly bars. The people wandering the streets weren’t 
housewives or merchants, but adventurers in casual attire 
or labourers who had finished work. The sound of children 
playing were gone, replaced by the crude laughter of 
drunkard and their off tune singing echoing from 
somewhere. 


After the downpour during the day subsided, the starry sky 
was in clear view. After looking at the clear blue sky, | 
flipped over the sign at the door and opened the shop for 
business. 


“Oh, pardon me.” 
Suddenly, | heard a faint greeting. 
“What?” 


| turned around and saw a petite old lady standing there. 
Her grey hair was tied up, and she covered her body with a 
beige cloak. She was neatly dressed, and her posture gave 
the impression of a graceful and kind grandmother. 


“I’m lost, may | ask you for directions?” 


The old lady said with an uneasy face. Her face gave off the 
impression that she was really troubled. So she’s going with 
that today, huh. | adopted a guarded posture. 


“Of course, no problem. Where are you headed?” 
“A stable called Bollocks. Ah—” 


The old lady approached me, then tripped and fell. | quickly 
moved forward to catch her. | wasn’t doing so intentionally, 
it was on reflex. 


| thought in my mind that it was over. But | couldn’t stop my 
reflexive actions. 


The old lady pulled away from me. Her helpless demeanour 
was gone, and she stood tall full of vigor. Her politeness was 
replaced by a crude expression, and she smiled arrogantly. 


“Alright, it’s your treat today too.” 

She tossed me my wallet that was in my back pocket. 
“Damn it, | fell for it today too.” 

“You're too naive. Pay more attention.” 

“Il know that, but why can’t | control myself?” 


| agonized over my own failure as | opened the door and let 
her in. Granny Bonnie said: “Ara, thank you for being so 
considerate” and went in pretentiously. At a glance, she 
looked like an elegant old lady. 


When | returned to the counter, Granny Bonnie already took 
out a smoking pipe at her seat, and was stuffing tobacco 
into it. 


“Granny Bonnie, smoking is prohibited in my shop.” 


“It’s fine, no customers will complain, right? At my age, time 
is limited. So just give me a pass here” 


| was rebuffed by her in no time, and raised my hands in 
surrender. | already learned from experience that arguing 
with smooth talkers was useless. Especially her, she would 
return anything | said three folds. 


Granny Bonnie bit the pipe with her mouth, struck a match 
and lit the tobacco. She narrowed her eyes and puffed out 
white smoke with a face of delight. 


“Oh, having smoke after beating a young man feels great.” 
“Good for you, I’m happy to be of service.” 
“Thank you. Alright, hurry up with my Coffee.” 


My sarcasm didn’t work at all. Whenever Granny Bonnie 
puffed out happily, a sweet scent would whiff over. The 
sweet fragrance made it a little hard for me to relax. 


No one smokes in my home, so | wasn’t used to smoking. 
Was tobacco so fragrant? In my old world, there were 
problems with smokers and no-smoking zones, but this 
scent was different from the annoying smell | remembered. 
And of course, | couldn’t tell if it was harmful. 


Leaving the fragrance aside, the water was boiling and | had 
to prepare the grounded Coffee. The water in the sphere 
beaker was bubbling. | extended the long funnel-like pipe 
into the beaker, and inserted the flask above. 


The heated vapor forced the water up through the pipe and 
into the flask above. 


When the Coffee powder comes into contact with the rising 
hot water, | use a wooden spoon to mix the powder with the 
water. As the water in the flask started bubbling, the 
fragrance of Coffee started to spread. 


After confirming that all the hot water had risen, | turned off 
the heater, and continued stirring slowly. After extracting 
the Coffee, it wasn’t necessary to do anything more. But the 
actions of the brewer would affect the taste significantly. 
The taste would be unrefined if | was too rough, and the 
flavor would suffer. The second stirring would decide the 
taste of the Coffee. 


| waited a while after removing the spoon. When the ripples 
were gone, Three layers could be seen in the flask. The 
liquid, the Coffee powder floating on top, and the bubbles. 
Having distinct layers like this was an indication of a 
successful brew. 


The flask was starting to cool after | removed the heater. 
The Coffee started flowing down into the beaker. There was 
a cloth filter in the pipe, and the powder and bubbles were 
caught in it, leaving only the extracted Coffee. 


| removed the funnel, then poured the Coffee into a cup. | 
then served the fragrant cup of Coffee to Granny Bonnie. 


Granny Bonnie picked up the cup immediately and sniffed 
the thick aroma. 


“Tobacco isn’t bad, but this aroma is great too.” 


She blew on the beverage as if to push back the bubbles, 
then took a sip. 


“The taste isn’t bad either. And after drinking this...” 


She then gracefully picked up her pipe and took a puff. 
Granny Bonnie slowly moved it away from her mouth then 
leaned back with a relaxed face. She puffed out as if all the 
strength was gone from her body. 


“—__ This is it. I’m living for this very moment.” 
“You're really enjoying yourself.” 


Her way of enjoying her vices filled me with envy no matter 
how many times | saw it. | could tell that she was indulging 
happily in both the Coffee and her tobacco. 


“With this, there isn’t any need for food nor wine, right?” 
“Wine aside, you should eat your food properly.” 


“When you reach my age, you will grow tired of eating. 
Besides...” 


She then took another sip of Coffee. 


“After learning how delicious this thing is, | lost interest in 
restaurant food. This is all your fault.” 


She pushed the blame to me with a terrible reason. | wanted 
to refute it, but it still made me happy that she loved Coffee 
so much. So | slouched my shoulders and decided to not say 
anything. 


“Sorry for drinking something so delicious for free.” 
Granny Bonnie said with a toothy grin. 
“You can pay if you want to. Please, don’t hold back.” 


“Oh, drinking Coffee after work makes it more delicious.” 


Granny Bonnie didn’t seem to mind at all, and indulged 
alternately between her smoke and Coffee. 


Even if | grumbled “This person is really...” loud enough for 
her to hear, she didn’t mind it at all. 


Granny Bonnie looked like a harmless old lady, but she was 
actually a delinquent granny who bullies me and indulged in 
Coffee and smoking. 


At this moment, the door opened a little, and the chime 
rang gently. The night breeze blew into the shop. The door 
opened slowly, and | could see white hair through the gap. 
That person slowly raised her head like the morning sun, 
and locked gazes with me. Illuminated by the light from the 
shop was the girl | met during that rainy day. 


“Oh, welcome.” 


| was surprised that | met her again so soon and greeted 
her. 


The girl opened her eyes wide as if she didn’t expect me to 
talk, and hid in the shadow of the door. She peeked inside 
with a face wondering if she just misheard. 


“Oh my, what a cute customer. Where did you con her from, 
hmm?” 


“Don’t make me look like a villain.” 


Granny Bonnie crackled, then twisted her lips and puffed 
out her smoke. She took out a small box and placed it on 
the table. It was an old metal container with a cover on top. 
She opened it, then turned her pipe and knocked inside. 
There was a clink, and the tobacco in the pipe fell in. It was 
a portable ashtray. Granny Bonnie would put out her smoke 


when another customer came in. She would do so even if 
She just lit a smoke, and she had too. She said herself that it 
was her principle as a smoking enthusiast. 


“Don’t stand there, little girl, come on in. There isn’t 
anything in this shop, but nothing bad happens here either.” 


“Sorry about not having anything.” 


“See, there is just a shopkeep who can only rebut by saying 
that. Don’t hold back.” 


Really now, what was she saying? If | got serious, | could 
Snap back at anything thrown at me! 


But | let it slide this time, since there was a minor here. It 
wasn’t good for her education. It couldn’t be helped, it 
didn’t mean that | lost. 


After Granny Bonnie called out to her, the girl slowly entered 
the shop. She was holding an umbrella | recognized, and a 
cloth bag | didn’t remember. 


The girl wasn’t wearing the gown she wore on that rainy 
day, but a dark green one piece dress and a black shawl on 
her shoulders. The ends of the shawl had an intricate 
design, and it was clear with a glance how good it’s quality 
was. The calming colours made her white and wings more 
prominent. 


“Erm, this.” 


The girl’s voice was quiet, but unexpectedly clear, as if she 
was whispering into your ears. It sounded different from 
what | heard during that rainy day, and reverberated 
pleasantly. Granny Bonnie raised her eyebrows with an 
“Oh.” 


“You are here to return the umbrella? Thank you.” 


| walked out from the counter, and took the umbrella from 
the girl. 


“You have been a big help. Take this too.” 


She reached for the bag hanging on her shoulder and took 
out a handkerchief | had never seen before. 


“It would take some time for it to dry after washing it. So 
take this as a substitute.” 


The girl’s eyes darted around as if she was watching my 
mood. | accepted the handkerchief, saying “You're too kind”, 
and was shocked. 


“The texture is incredibly good.” 
“ER?” 


It couldn’t be compared to the towel | gave that girl. 
Furthermore, the quality of the handkerchiefs in this world 
wasn’t that good. They were thin and rough. However, this 
handkerchief was different. It was soft and fluffy, and it took 
a lot of effort to stifle my urge to rub it on my cheeks. 


“This is a very high quality handkerchief, right? | can’t 
accept this.” 


This was definitely a top quality handkerchief. It was so good 
that | would buy all the stocks if not for the exuberant price.. 


The girl cocked her head. 


“| don’t really understand. | just took one of the 
handkerchiefs that had been set aside,” 


Handkerchiefs of such qualities were just lying around, huh. 
She must be a kid from a wealthy family. Was it really fine 
for me to accept this handkerchief? 


“The girl already said she’s giving it to you. Be a man and 
accept it.” 


Granny Bonnie advised. The girl’s shoulders shuddered as if 
she had been spooked. Her action looked just like a small 
critter with its fur standing on ends. 


Maybe Granny Bonnie was right. If | suddenly returned it 
now, it would be trampling on the girl’s efforts. Besides, | 
didn’t want to let go of this handkerchief. 


Or rather, | was holding onto it on instinct. 
“Well then, | will gratefully accept this.” 


“Okay.” The girl nodded. She then swiftly looked at Granny 
Bonnie who was in the shop, then bowed. “That’s all, erm, 
I’m going back.” 


“Wait, wait.” 


She was about to leave when Granny Bonnie stopped her. 
The girl turned back stiffly. 


“O-Okay.” 
“Did you come by yourself?” 


Oh right, | handled this naturally, but it was late night right 
now. It was dangerous for a girl her age to be wandering 
outside. 


However, the girl just nodded without any hesitation. 


“Do you have some time?” 
“I do, but..” 
“In that case, why don’t you stay a while.” 


Granny Bonnie then gestured to her side with her chin, 
urging the girl to take a seat. 


The girl made a troubled face, and looked at Granny Bonnie 
and then me. She was probably baffled by the crude 
invitation by the old lady. 


“If it’s not too much trouble, please have a seat.” 
| said with as kind a smile as | could manage. 


The girl clasped her hands before her and swayed 
absentmindedly. 


“But this is a shop, right? I’m sorry, | didn’t bring any 
money.” 


Her voice faded towards the end. 
mi see,” 
Granny Bonnie snorted and said: 


“Little girl, leave that to the boy here. That is a top quality 
handkerchief made from Garhee, so he won’t mind no 
matter what you order. So raise your head up high.” 


She decided that by herself, but she wasn’t wrong. Since | 
took such a great handkerchief, | didn’t mind serving her 
anything she wanted. 


The girl looked at me as if to confirm that, and | nodded with 
a smile. She was still a bit hesitant, but she still sat down 
beside Granny Bonnie. | returned to the counter and turned 
to face them. 


“I’m Yu, the owner of this shop. That strange person is 
Granny Bonnie, a self proclaimed top class Pickpocket. Nice 
to meet you.” 


“Pickpocket?” 


The girl alternated her gaze between Granny Bonnie and 
me, with her head cocked. 


“| hope you can say my skills are the best in this city. 
Pickpocket is a job where you relieve people of the excess 
things on their person.” 


The girl didn’t seem to completely understand, and looked 
back puzzledly. She didn’t understand the term Pickpocket, 
and seemed ignorant about the world. 


Granny Bonnie smiled wryly and sipped her Coffee. 
“So, little girl, what’s your name?” 

“I'm Tize.” 

A name with an exotic pronunciation. 


Granny Bonnie stopped her hand that was holding her 
Coffee cup. She thought about something, then smiled as 
always. 


“You are wandering at such an indecent time. You have a 
great future ahead of you.” 


“indecent time?” 


Tize looked back at Granny Bonnie curiously. | explained 
with a smile. 


“That’s Granny Bonnie’s catchphrase. She always says that 
late night is an indecent time.” 


“Decent people will wake up in the morning and work under 
the sun. Those who are active late at night are all indecent 
people who can’t walk around with their chest held high.” 


| couldn’t say if this view was accurate, but many of my 
patrons here fitted the bill. Granny Bonnie labeled all of 
them indecent, that was just how she was. 


Tize tilted her head. 
“Granny, are you indecent too?” 


“Yes, that’s right.” Granny Bonnie nodded approvingly. “I’m 
very experienced with being indecent.” 


From the way she put it, | couldn’t feel any pride or self 
mockery. She just stated it like a fact, as if she was reading 
disinterestedly off a book. 


Tize looked up at me. Her clear golden eyes drew in my 
gaze. 


“Then, big brother, are you indecent too?” 


She was asking that with such pure eyes! She was saying | 
was indecent[] 


| shook my head immediately, but Granny Bonnie already 
answered in the affirmative. 


“He runs a shop that don’t serve alcohol at night. That 
makes him wrong in the head. And he’s serving this 


delicious Coffee. Thanks to that, many indecent people 
gathered in this shop, so he is a great indecent person.” 


“What an awful allegation. I’m a good citizen.” 


| shook my head in refute. Granny Bonnie opened her 
mouth, ready to rebut me, so | quickly talked to Tize. 


“Leaving that aside for now, would you like to drink 
something? Are you hungry?” 


“Erm, well.” 


Tize looked around the shop, then locked on to the Coffee at 
Granny Bonnie’s side. 


“Please give me that beverage.” 
Granny Bonnie whistled. 


“That’s a beverage made for the indecent. You have good 
eyes.” 


“When did Coffee turn into something like that? Normal 
people drink Coffee too.” 


| really wish she wouldn’t make weird lies. 


But Tize looked completely convinced. She clasped her 
hands before her chest, determined to work hard on being 
an indecent person. 


Was it fine for a child her age to drink Coffee at this time of 
the night? 


She might find it hard to sleep because of the caffeine. | was 
hesitating when Granny Bonnie took a sip from her cup. 


“| want another one, and brew one for this child too. Girls 
need to accumulate such experiences to become an adult. 
Be it good or bad, the results aren’t decided by you.” 


She said as if she could read my mind. | raised my hands in 
surrender and started brewing the Coffee. | really couldn’t 
deal with Gramps Goru, Granny Bonnie, and the people 
around their age. 


| added Coffee beans into a grinder and turned the handle. 
The sound of the beans being grounded reverberated in the 
shop. | turned on the heater under the beaker, and boiled 
two portions of water. 


Tize kept watching as | brewed the Coffee. Her gaze was 
pure and innocent. When the water boiled and the beaker 
started bubbling, Tize wailed softly. She leaned closer and 
watched in awe when the water flowed up the funnel pipe. 
My mood became better after watching her innocent 
reaction. | straightened my back more than usual, and 
reached in with a wooden spoon. | felt like a magician. 


“Why are you acting like that?” 
Granny Bonnie looked at me exasperatedly. 
“I don’t get what you are saying. I've always been like this.” 


“You didn’t put on a front when you brewed my Coffee. 
You’re acting all hyped up because the kid is here.” 


“It’s not because of a kid, I’m only so motivated because 
She is a cute girl.” 


“Hah, you are still a boy, huh.” 


Tize looked at Granny Bonnie and me with worried eyes. 


“It’s fine, it’s always like this here. That granny has a vicious 
tongue.” 


“Watch your mouth. You need to be gentler towards the 
elderly.” 


“You're still young, Bonnie-san. Haha.” 


“Your skill in treating others like fools has improved quite a 
lot.” 


Her eyes and mouth were calm, but a vein was showing on 
her forehead. | usually couldn’t win against Granny Bonnie 
with words, so this was a good attempt by me. 


“E-Erm.” 


Tize raised her voice as she spoke. Her voice was like a 
spark that brightened the shop. It echoed out loud, and the 
heart warming remnants remained around my ears. 


Surprised by her own volume, Tize covered her mouth in a 
hurry. She timidly put her hands down, peeked at our faces, 
then said with a suppressed voice: 


“P-Please don’t fight. If it’s my fault, I-| apologize.” 


Granny Bonnie and | looked at each other. That moment, we 
reached a perfect consensus. | walked out of the counter 
and we put our arms around each other's shoulders. 


“What are you saying!? You don’t need to worry about that, 
little girl. We are on great terms.” 


“That’s right! Haven’t you heard that people who are close 
will quarrel more?” 


Tize looked at the both of us, then sighed. 


“So people who are close will quarrel more, huh. That’s 
great.” 


“This bean sprout girly face is my friend.” 


“This granny with an awful personality is an important 
patron.” 


We laughed together. 


Tize looked at ease, SO we moved our arms away. Granny 
Bonnie said to me quietly, careful not to let Tize overhear. 


“| did something out of character for me.” 
“Me too.” 


An innocent child like Tize said that it was her fault and 
apologized. We had to resolve this misunderstanding. 


| rotated my stiff shoulder after forcing myself to an 
unnatural position, then pulled out the beaker and poured 
out the Coffee. | then served the cups to Tize and Granny 
Bonnie. 


Tize peered into the cup and said quietly “It’s black.” She 
was right, the Coffee was black. 


Tize moved her small nose close and commented that it 
smelled burnt. She was correct, Coffee had a burnt smell. 
But | hope she would describe it as fragrant. 


Tize took a sip and muttered “bitter.” She was spot on, 
Coffee was bitter. However, | wished she could taste its 
deep flavour. 


Tize looked up at me and said “it’s tasty.” Indeed, Coffee 
tasted great! 


Ehh, she really felt that way? 
“Isn't it bitter? Is it fine?” 


| couldn’t help asking after hearing such a direct 
complement. 


“It’s bitter, but for some reason, this taste calms me down. 
It’s nice.” 


Tize picked up the cup with both hands this time. | couldn’t 
tell from her expression if she was lying or just being polite. 


“| was really surprised.” 


“Like | said, Coffee is a beverage made for indecent people. 
For people who had tasted the bitterness of life, this was 
nothing.” 


“When Granny Bonnie put it that way, it sounded deep.” 


If | was the one who said it, it would definitely feel shallow. 
However, | wanted to say it one day, so | recorded these 
words down in my mental notebook. 


An elegant old lady and a demure young girl were sitting 
side by side and enjoying Coffee. If it wasn’t so late at night, 
they would look like close family. 


As time passed in the late night Cafe, the best term to 
describe it was peaceful. Night was much quieter than the 
day. There would be occasional ramborous voices from the 
parties in the distance, but there wasn’t any noise from 
Street traffic at all. 


The Cafe during the day was like withdrawing quietly from a 
group activity. In an energetic environment, | was the only 


one moving slowly, as if the hands on the clock had stopped 
moving. 


This serenity wasn’t present late at night, since most people 
were sleeping. In its place was a feeling of superiority. While 
everyone was dreaming, it felt special to spend time alone 
in a place they couldn’t reach in their dreams. 


During a stroll late at night or at dawn, the world would be 
shrouded in silence, as if you were the only person in the 
world. As if no one else was around, and only you got left 
behind, and you had the whole world to yourself. There was 
a feeling of liberation along with a sense of loneliness. 


There wasn’t any conversation in the shop. 


Granny Bonnie just stared into space, and occasionally 
sipped her Coffee as if she just remembered. 


Tize held the cup with both hands, tilting and swirling the 
liquid within, then stared at the ripples. 


And | was wiping the glasses like usual. 


We were in the same place, breathing the same air, but we 
had our own thoughts in mind. 


The Cafe during the day had a serene atmosphere. That was 
a mood created by all the customers. It wasn’t said 
explicitly, but everyone understood they were a part of it, 
linked to each other in a way that couldn’t be seen. 


However, the patrons visiting in the night—— in Granny 
Bonnie’s words, the [jindecents[], all kept a quiet distance. 
Everyone had an invisible wall inside them, with a clear 
boundary of what was permitted. But that didn’t mean they 
refused to interact with others. 


The indecents all understood the walls each other had. So 
they wouldn’t probe too much. They formed an adequate 
relationship as skillfully as an artist. They didn’t push each 
other or worry about it. No one would mind even if they stay 
quiet. They all spent their time within their own walls. 


This was a way of life that couldn’t be discerned during 
daytime operations. 


| was baffled in the beginning, but felt it wasn’t bad after 
getting used to it. This was an important sense of distance 
all humans had, and the parts in their hearts they didn’t 
want others to touch. 


“Aren't you going to ask me?” 

Tize said suddenly. 

“Ask what?” 

| asked, and Tize stared at the cup and stammered. 


“Why I’m wandering late at night, or something. Or about 
the wings on my back.” 


“Well, I’m curious.” 


The customers at night all had their own problems. You 
would feel better if you share things with others, but there 
were many instances where that wasn’t possible. Telling 
someone that they could tell you anything was just 
cockiness. 


“T will listen if you want to tell me, but | won’t ask if you 
don’t want to share.” 


After | said that, Tize looked up at me. It was just an instant, 
but the childlike innocence was gone from her face. The 
matured expression didn’t suit her at all, which made her 
feel cold and aloof. She was already making that face at her 
age, so it was easy to tell she had complicated problems. 


Tize slowly shook her head. Her white hair that reached 
below her chin reflected the light to match her action. 


After a short silence. 


“The good thing about this shop,” Granny Bonnie said, “Is 
that the shopkeeper and the customers are good at dealing 
with others. We won’t say unnecessary things or probe you. 
You can drink tasty Coffee, and smoke all you want, then 
forget about your solitude and go home. That is enough.” 


“As expected of Granny Bonnie, that was nice. However, 
smoking is prohibited here.” 


“Don’t mind the details.” 


She made a gesture of shooing me away. She probably 
meant that what | just said was unnecessary. What a rude 
granny. 


There was stifled laughter. 


Tize laughed after seeing that scene. To hide her smile from 
Granny Bonnie and my gazes, Tize hurriedly picked up her 
cup and took a Sip. 


Granny Bonnie and | looked at each other. Granny Bonnie 
raised an eyebrow, then smiled and sipped her Coffee. | 
continued wiping the glasses with a smile. 


We would chat occasionally before spending time by 
ourselves. Time passes in the Cafe at night. During the day, 
time didn’t flow smoothly. Day has its good parts, as does 
night. There was no question that you could visit a Café 
whenever you wanted. 


Tize finished the Coffee in her cup and returned it gently to 
the saucer. 


“Thank you for your hospitality. Erm, do | really not need to 
pay?” 


“This is fine. | have a bet with this boy.” 
“A bet?” 


Granny Bonnie’s words made Tize cocked her head in 
confusion. 


“Whenever | visit the shop, | will try to pick his pockets. If | 
win, | won’t need to pay for the day. If | lose, then | will pay 
double on my next visit.” 


Granny Bonnie then winked at Tize: 
“By the way, | have won every time.” 


Winking was a cute action, but | didn’t feel that way when 
Granny Bonnie did so. Tize probably felt the same too. She 
clasped her hands before her chest with an “Oh.” 


“Erm,” 
Tize leaned forward and looked at me. 


“Can | visit again?” 


This was the first time | was asked that. This was a shop, so 
the customers were the ones deciding to visit, while | would 
just wait here. 


However, Tize was looking at me seriously. So | said with a 
firm nod: 


“Of course, | will always be waiting here. And | will be open 
until morning for today.” 


Tize breathed out in relief, then stood up and put her chair 
back properly. 


“It’s almost time for me to go back. Big brother, thank you 
for the umbrella and towel. | had fun today.” 


Tize bowed towards me. 


“Granny Bonnie, thank you for treating me. The Coffee is 
tasty. | will be glad if we can meet again.” 


She then lowered her head at Granny Bonnie. 


“Oh, you don’t need to mind me. We can meet again in this 
shop.” 


Granny Bonnie answered with a troubled face. Tize nodded 
cheerfully, then walked towards the shop entrance. Her 
Small wings flapped to show it’s presence. Tize turned and 
bowed one last time before leaving. 


“What a serious child. She is the furthest thing from being 
indecent.” 


“Like | said, it’s wrong to label others as indecent.” 


Granny Bonnie picked up her cup and finished her Coffee. 


“For her to wander around at this hour, she must have her 
reasons. And her wings are like that too.” 


“Her wings?” 


Compared to the Bird Tribe | saw on the streets, Tize’s wings 
were really small. | thought Granny Bonnie would tell me 
more, but she shook her head. 


“It’s unethical for me to tell you behind her back. Alright, 
brew me another cup.” 


Placing the cup on the counter, Granny Bonnie reached into 
her pocket. She took out a smoking pipe and set the 
tobacco. She struck a match without any hesitation, and lit 
the tobacco. She flicked with her thumb to put out the 
flame, as if she was doing a trick. 


Granny Bonnie puffed out smoke, which rose slowly to the 
ceiling and covered the lights. 


“Ahh, delicious.” 
She exclaimed. 


Realizing that | was staring, Granny Bonnie offered me the 
pipe. 


“Alright then, have a puff.” 
| shook my head. 


There were no age restrictions for alcohol and smoking in 
this world. Everyone was free to decide that for themselves. 
But it was common sense for the adults to stop children 
from touching those things. 


No one would stop me at my age, and | could indulge in 
them freely. However, | learned in school that smoking and 
alcohol were harmful addictions. | was taught to not indulge 
in them before | was twenty, so | didn’t accept her offer 
happily. So | shook my head. 


“| see. Well, you can try a puff when you feel like it. You will 
then understand that Coffee and tobacco is the perfect 
combo.” 


After saying something a little bit concerning, she started 
puffing happily. 


| watched the Coffee extracted from the Coffee Maker. | 
stirred with my spoon and quietly enjoyed the smoke 
fragrance lingering in the shop. Granny Bonnie slowly 
tapped the table with her fingers, and hummed softly. 


After pouring the extracted Coffee into a cup, a fragrance 
that could rival the tobacco entered my nose. 


In the Café late at night, Coffee, tobacco smoke and a quiet 
hum flowed gently. 


Chapter 3: The Woman 
Who Ghostwrites Love 
Letters, and [|That[] 


The night belongs to adults. At least, that was what | 
thought. Like normal people, | had stayed up late before, 
but | wouldn’t wander the streets or go out to play with 
friends. Even more so after coming to this world. 


This wasn’t the world | was born in. This wasn’t earth or 
Japan. | didn’t know if this world was a planet like earth. The 
moon would rise at night, and the sun rose in the day, and | 
could see stars. So there should be a solar system and 
galaxy. But maybe | would find a cliff at the side of the sea, 
and realize that the world was actually supported by 
turtles... That was a possibility too. 


This was a different world after all. There were people with 
animal ears, wings or tiger-like faces. Some were actually 
morphed from dragons. Under the city was a bottomless 
Labyrinth, and adventurers would battle monsters there and 
challenge its depth. 


My common sense was useless in this place. The culture and 
customs were completely different. 


| suddenly came to this world one day. | was walking 
normally along the streets, and fell into some kind of hole. 
When | came too, | was in this world. | didn’t know how to go 


back, and couldn’t blend in easily, and had to work to make 
a living. 


Today, customers visited my late night Café too. 


"The format for the official documents are fixed, so you can 
forge them easily if you are familiar with them." 


The big sister sitting at the counter said. 
"F-Forgery?" 
| seldom hear that term, and couldn’t help asking. 


"Yes, Forgery. But it’s really scary if | get exposed, so | never 
did that!" 


She clenched her fists and said firmly. Her eyes were wide 
open with the corners drooping, giving her a gentle 
impression. But the lower half of her eyes were covered by 
the thick lenses of her spectacles. 


"Erm, Celine-san." 
"Yas?" 
"Can | ask you again about your profession?" 


| asked carefully. Celine-san cocked her head for a moment 
before clapping her hands. 


"Oh, sorry if | caused any misunderstanding. It’s fine, I’m in 
a legal line of work. I’m a ghost writer." 


"Ghost writer?" 


This was the first time | learned of such an occupation. 


"Well, there are people who can’t write but still want to post 
letters, right? My job is to write letters on their behalf." 


"Oh, | see." 


Everyone in Japan could write, which seemed obvious since 
everyone studied in schools. But there wasn't any 
mandatory education in this world. There were large 
academies, but only a small number of students could study 
there. Many people were illiterate, and the community was 
built with that in mind, so even an illiterate like me could 
live normally in this world. 


"What are those letters usually about?" 


“Most of the things | write are love letters. The female 
employees from shops and mansions would approach me 
when they had time to send letters to the people they fancy. 
Sometimes, they would ask me to read the letters they 
received." 


"| see, love letters, huh." 


"| had to write plenty of sweet lines every day, which fills 
me with bliss." 


Celine-san smiled wryly. She looked kind and gentle. She 
said she was always writing love letters, which made it 
harder to link her with "forgery". 


| asked her about that, and she said to me with an awkward 
smile. 


"Forgery is the traditional sideline for ghost writers. For 
example, the letter of recommendation to meet with a 
dignitary, or a request letter. Forgery has become a culture." 


The culture of forgery...... That sounded incredible. 


| intentionally looked around the deserted shop, then leaned 
in close to Celine-san. 


NEM eeids is the forgery business profitable?" 


Celine-san played along and leaned in close, answering 
quietly. 


"It’s very, very profitable. And the ghost writers won’t be 
held accountable, so everyone is doing it." 


"But not you, Celine-san?" 


"Because it’s scary to be targeted by some big shot. | prefer 
a quiet life, a normal marriage and then live a peaceful life." 


| nodded deeply, agreeing with what she said. Peace and 
quiet, what beautiful words they were. | wanted that too. 


"However," 
Celine-san sighed. 
"| couldn’t say that if | had no money." 


Her melancholic face was gloomier than the dark clouds 
before a storm. 


| could empathize with that, and nodded reluctantly. The 
Café was running late in the night, and wasn’t pulling in 
much money. | earned a lot when the tourists first flooded 
in, so | could afford to only open late at night, but without 
that money, | might not be able to stay calm. | still had 
customers late at night, but the revenues couldn’t be 
compared to day time operations. 


Celine-san and | both sighed. 


You could buy anything with money—-— | didn’t want to 
think that way, but you would feel insecure without money, 
and there were problems you couldn’t solve without money. 


But the two of us being depressed wouldn’t help with 
anything. | heated the Coffee maker to change the mood. 


"The usual Café au lait?" 
"Oh yes. More milk please." 


Celine-san always asked for more milk and less sugar. She 
liked her Coffee with a lighter taste. | brewed Coffee for a 
certain person everyday some time back, so | could quickly 
remember my patrons preference now. 


When the water boiled, Celine-san took out a few envelopes 
from the seat beside her. She placed the envelopes on the 
counter, then took one and took out the paper inside. 


"A letter?" 


"Yes." Celine-san nodded. "Aside from ghost writing, | also 
help deliver and receive letters. It isn’t convenient for my 
customers staying in shops to receive letters, and there are 
letters that require more privacy." 


So there were such situations too, | nodded in agreement. 


"This one had to be sent out. | wrote them, so | need to 
check for any typos and the address before posting them." 


She then cast her gaze on the letter, a faint smile on her lips 
and gentle eyes behind her lenses. 


When | poured the Café au lait into a cup, she had read 
through it once. She folded it carefully and returned it to the 
envelope. 


"You look happy." 


| said when | served the cup to Celine-san, which made her 
turn stiff. 


"Really? But that might really be so." 


She took a sip of the steaming Café au lait, then put it down 
gently. 


"Whenever | read these words, | would remember what 
happened when | wrote them. Like how my customers 
speak, or when they become bashful and stammers. If | 
could turn their feelings and her bashfulness into words and 
post them out, it would be great. | often think about all 
that." 


"That’s a great idea." 


"The recipient will read my words, but the contents and the 
feelings don’t belong to me. However, the passage will be 
really dry if | do that...... So | will fall in love when | write 
those words, but only when I’m writing." 


Celine-san smiled bashfully. 
"Only when you’re writing?" 


"Yes. | will feel the words of the sender, and think of them as 
something | will say myself. That way, the words will 
naturally become gentler." 


Celine-san smiled. 


“But that’s just what | think." 
| shook my head and smiled at her. 


"No such thing, | think that’s a wonderful thought. | never 
thought about words having feelings before." 


"Oh, that’s not true," Celine-san waved her hands in denial. 
"I’m just doing so, but I’m not sure it is really true. That’s 
just for my self satisfaction." 


"Self satisfaction is fine too. If | want a ghostwriter, | will 
want one that values self satisfaction." 


Celine-san shifted her gaze away and bit her lips, as if to 
Suppress a smile. She then fidgeted with a lock of hair and 
pulled it in front of her shoulder. 


erreer You have a way with words, shopkeep. Your big sister is 
blushing." 


"I’m just saying what’s on my mind." 


| also smiled, but felt embarrassed when | saw how bashful 
she was. Was my line just now too pretentious? The 
customers here all had strong personalities, so my 
standards for what was normal had become vague. | need to 
pay more attention. 


"Ahem." Celine-san coughed dryly and read the other 
letters. 


| continued tidying the cabinet and stopped bothering her. 


The shop was very quiet. There were no birds chirping or the 
noise from foot traffic usually heard in the day. The 
occasional sound came from tipsy pedestrians chatting as 


they walked, and loud laughter from bars in the distance. 
Even those noises would fade with time. 


As | hung my lanterns and operated in the night, | felt the 
Café was like a secluded hideaway. Those who would 
venture here either had quirky personalities or some 
troubles in their hearts. Granny Bonnie labelled them as 
"indecent", and | felt a sense of camaraderie with them. 


| could hear the rustling of the paper, the sound of me 
putting things into the cabinet, and the chime of the door. 


There was a customer. | turned back to look, and a small 
figure came in. 


"Oh, it’s Tize. Welcome." 
Maas Good Evening." 


It was the girl | met in the rain a few days ago. She had 
clean and colorless white hair, and small wings on her back. 
If she was as old as she looked, around 13 years old, then 
she was the youngest customer to visit at this hour. 


Tize timidly approached the counter, then sat down two 
seats away from Celine-san. 


"Did you catch a cold from the rain last time?" 

"No, I’m fine." 

"“That’s good, what would you like to have?" 

Before Tize could answer, a voice came from the side. 


"Erm, SO you're Tize?" 


| was surprised, but Tize was more shocked than me. She 
blinked at Celine-san. 


Celine-san smiled embarrassedly, then waved her hands. 


"Sorry for scaring you. I’m not a bad person. Granny Bonnie 
told me about you." 


"Granny Bonnie told you?" 


| searched my memories, and did recall Granny Bonnie 
speaking with Celine-san before. 


"She said she’s going back for the day, and if a child named 
Tize came, she asked me to treat the girl to a cup of Coffee, 
and even gave me the money for it." 


She was acting like a nice grandmother again, but that was 
Granny Bonnie’s style too. 


Tize looked at us in a daze, unable to keep up with what we 
were saying. She finally snapped out of it, and shook her 
head: 


“That won’t do, | won’t want to impose. | will be fine." 


“But Granny Bonnie gave me the money, so for the sake of 
this big sister, can you agree to this? Or else, Granny Bonnie 
will blame me." 


Celine-san said with a troubled face. Not many people could 
refuse her advances. 


Tize looked at me with pleading eyes. 


"Erm, big brother, what should | do...... ‘ 


Seeing her furrowing her brow, | couldn’t help smiling. 


“Then just do as Granny Bonnie asked. And thank her the 
next time you see her." 


Tize lowered her head and hesitated for a while before 
finally nodding. 


"Big sister, erm, thank you." 
She then bowed politely to Celine-san. 


"Oh, it’s fine, don’t mind it. I’m just spending money on 
Granny Bonnie’s behalf." 


Celine-san waved her hands frantically. 


What a harmonious scene. Granny Bonnie picked my wallet 
again today, and left after drinking her free Coffee, but she 
left the money to treat Tize to a drink. She really cared 
about Tize, but | hope she would leave some kindness for 
me too. 


| prepared the Coffee maker and started brewing, 
"I’m Celine, nice to meet you." 

"I’m, Tize. A pleasure to make your acquaintance." 
“How old are you, Tize?" 

"Erm, I’m 13." 

“How young..." 

| heard Celine-san say with a trembling voice. 


"What about you, Celine-san? You’re twice Tize’s age, right?" 


"Can you not be like that, shopkeep? It pains my heart..." 
With that, Celine-san held her temple. 

Tize looked at her worriedly. 

eee Do you feel, unwell?" 


"It’s fine, Tize. Sometimes, adults are shocked beyond words 
by their own age. Especially when they learned the age of 
children." 


"Please don’t explain it so clearly, alright?" 


Celine-san demanded with a low voice. 


"It’s fine. You’ll understand one day, Tize...... What about 
you, shopkeep?" 


| realized that Celine-san was staring right at me behind the 
lenses of her spectacles. 


"| don’t mind telling you, I’m not even 20——" 


"That’s good enough, thank you. | don’t want to ask any 
further." 


Celine-san cut the conversation short, took off her 
spectacles and pressed her palm onto her eyes. She 
muttered: "Ughh...... reality is cruel... When did | get so 
old...... "and the likes. What it felt like to get older wasn’t 
something Tize and | could imagine. 


Tize raised her hands before her, wanting to reach for 
Celine-san but stopped herself. She repeated that several 
times. She was wondering whether she should speak to 


Celine-san. She then turned her adorable puppy eyes my 
way. 


| shook my head gently, and she stopped moving with a 
shocked face. 


Give up, Tize. It was useless for us to console her with 
regards to age... 


After hesitating for a while, Tize made up her mind and said 
to Celine-san. 


"Big sister, is still young." 


| found it hard to believe that was Tize’s voice. It felt closer 
to a piano or some other otherworldly instrument. | was 
enchanted by the sound, and even forgot to understand the 
content. Celine-san must be feeling the same way as she 
looked at Tize in a daze. After a long pause, she realized she 
was mesmerized by that voice, and laughed out loud. 


"Oh, | made a child younger than me worry. It’s fine, big 
sister is fine! Thank you." 


"Y-You're welcome..." 


Tize turned beet red. That expression on her delicate face 
gave off the impression of beautiful and cute, making both 
Celine-san and me gasp. 


| suppressed the urge to stare and poured the brewed 
Coffee into a cup, and served it to Tize. Tize then bowed and 
thanked me. 


Tize’s face was still red, but she looked entranced by the 
Coffee, and didn’t care about other things. But the way she 
was holding the cup with both hands looked like she was 


blocking her face with the cup. It was obvious that she was 
hiding her bashfulness. 


Celine-san could tell that too, and said to Tize with a gentle 
smile: 


"Tize’s voice is really pretty, big sister is surprised." 


Her hands trembled a little. Tize didn’t move, and her face 
turned stiff. 


"No... That’s not true." 


Instead of being humble, that sounded closer to rejection. 
She sounded tense and looked uneasy. 


Celine-san saw through that in no time, but that wasn’t 
because of her age or experience though. 


"Oh right. Tize, can you help big sister with a problem? Big 
sister will be grateful!" 


She said to Tize with a cheerful tone. 


She didn’t press the matter nor apologized for the earlier 
question, and changed the topic instead. This was only 
possible for those who were considerate and good at 
dealing with others. As expected of Celine-san. 


"Help?" 


Tize looked at Celine-san puzzledly, not understanding what 
that was about. 


“Actually, big sister wants a lover..." 


"No, you are being too real here, what are you asking a 13 
years old girl?" 


| couldn’t help retorting. 
"I’m serious, shopkeep." 


“That will just make the mood heavier. Topics of love for 
adults aren’t romantic at all." 


"Yes, first, you have to increase my chances of meeting 
people." 


"You are answering seriously!? Tize, you are really going 
along with this!?" 


Unexpectedly, Tize gave a serious answer. | was surprised. 


Celine-san’s spectacles gleamed, and she stood up and 
swiftly sat down beside Tize. 


"That’s right! | can’t meet the right people with my job...! 
My clients are mostly women or the occasional unattractive 
old men asking me to forge documents!" 


"You are getting too into this...... : 


No, | could actually empathize, to Celine-san, this was a big 
problem. But a twenty something grown woman seeking a 
thirteen years old girl for advice wasn’t right. As the Café 
Master, | was wondering whether | should hit the brakes on 
this. 


“Erm, what kind of men, do you like?" 


But Tize continued seriously. She wanted to solve Celine- 
san’s problem. When | was thirteen, | never thought 
anything about romance. | was engrossed with battle card 
games with my friends, and the video games on sale. There 


was a Saying that girls were mentally older, and | did 
experience that before. 


“"Hmm...... " Celine-san supported her chin with her palm. 
"First, he should have a stable job. He needs to be gentle 
and understanding of my work. And... | don’t mind his looks 
too much, but he must be clean and hygienic!" 


"| see...... " Tize nodded. "Is there anyone like that around 
you?" 


"None at all. Being a ghostwriter doesn’t help with my love 
life." 


A grown woman and a girl who wasn’t much taller than a 
chair. The two of them talked about love like similarly aged 
friends, and both of them had serious faces. 


| couldn’t laugh at them or join in the conversation, so | 
decided to stay on the sidelines and check the stock for 
seasonings. A courier named Shilulu would usually deliver 
the things | need, but she was incredibly busy right now, 
and dropped by much less frequently than before. So | had 
to buy the minor goods myself. 


While | was opening the cabinet and checking the seasoning 
jars, their conversation didn’t stop at all. It was basically 
Celine-san and Tize asking. 


"Right, so | can do it that way...!" 


Celine-san suddenly said loudly. | turned to her in reflex, and 
found her staring right at me. Our gazes locked just like 
that. She then smiled slyly and waved at me. | didn’t want 
to go if | could help it, but there was no room to run in this 
tiny shop. 


aie How can | help you?" 
"Shopkeep, can you not show me that reluctant face?" 


Celine-san smiled wryly and waved at me. She looked just 
like a neighbourhood housewife... No, | better stop that 
description. 


"Actually, Tize just told me a great idea." 


| looked at Tize when she said that. Tize shirk away and 
averted her gaze. 


"Shopkeep, are there any good people amongst your 
customers?" 


naaane Which means, you want me to introduce them to you?" 
"That’s right!" 


Celine-san nodded firmly. | see, she was going with that 
method. This was commonly seen in Japan. The nosy 
neighbourhood housewives would probe single people about 
what they thought of other single people. Modern people 
didn’t really like such behaviour, but many marriages were 
hitched because of that, so in this era where there was a 
limited chance to meet people, they served an important 
function. But | never imagined that | would play that role 
one day. 


Was there really a customer who happened to meet her 
requirements? | started to think. Celine-san and Tize looked 
at me with expectant eyes. That would just trouble me 
further. 


"Weland-san just got married. Ject says he is too busy with 
work... | wonder if Monte is married or not...... " 


| thought about the boss of the up and rising company, 
maybe he was an ideal marriage partner. 


Thinking about it carefully, | realized there were a few good 
candidates amongst my patrons. 


"| could think of a few people." 

"Really?" 

Celine-san’s face brightened. 

“However, they are all day time customers." 
remuete Day time?" 

Tize cocked her head puzzledly. 


"Actually, the night time operation is just temporary. As you 
know, the Songstress is in town, right? So there are a lot of 
tourists during the day." 


After saying that, Tize suddenly lowered her gaze. She 
pinned her hands between her thighs, making her look one 
size smaller. 


"| see... But | can’t come during the day." 
Celine-san twirled her hair with one finger and sighed. 
TEM sees Sorry." 


"Oh, y-you don’t need to apologize, Tize! | should be the one 
apologizing for asking you such a complicated matter." 


"No, it’s, fine." 


Tize hung her head sullenly again. Celine-san looked around 
frantically and tried to find a new topic. Her inspiration 
struck, and her gaze fell on me. 


"Oh right, Tize, are you hungry? This shop has lots of 
strange food!" 


"Can you not call them strange?" 

"Strange...... food?" 

"Like | said, they are not strange, just exotic." 
"Yes, they might be strange, but they taste great." 
"Listen to what I’m saying." 


Celine-san acted as if she didn’t hear me. Whether that was 
true or not didn’t matter, women had the upper hand here. 


“Look, as thanks for your consultation, big sister will treat 
you to something good." 


Tize wanted to turn her down timidly, but Celine-san had 
already raised an index finger at me. 


"Shopkeep, give me an order of [jthat[]!" 
"What is [Jthat[]? This is the first time | heard of it." 
"It’s [that], [thaty!" 


| didn’t get it at all. Besides, Celine-san said in the past that 
"My tummy will turn flabby if | eat at night", and never 
ordered any food before. 


But | knew she was saying that for Tize’s sake. So as the 
Café Master, | had to take this reckless request. 


"It’s Gthat], huh. Got it." 
"As expected of the shopkeep!" 


Treating that as a compliment, | walked to the fridge. | took 
the request, but what should | do now? It was already this 
late, and the customer was a girl. This shop’s menu was 
limited in the first place. 


| looked at the fruits in the fridge. Red, round, soft and 
grape-like, and a sourness like strawberry. After seeing it in 
the market, | bought it to make breakfast. Aside from that, 
there were alSo some eggs. These two things formed a line 
in my mind. 


| took out the eggs—— because it was late at night, | only 
took two. And some milk and yogurt. 


First, | prepared two containers, cracking the eggs and 
separating the yolk from the whites. | then put the egg 
whites in a container and stow it in the fridge to cool. An 
important step was to ice it quickly. 


| then added milk and a little yogurt with the yolk. | then 
took out two small bottles from the store room. One was a 
low-gluten flour, and the other one was called "bread baking 
powder." | could bake soft and fluffy bread with that powder, 
and | used it like baking powder. 


| sifted both of these powders carefully to remove any 
impurities. This wasn’t like the old world with quality control 
bordering on hysteria. However, the ingredients were much 
fresher too, so | decided not to mind that. 


After the sifting was done, | added the powder to the yolk, 
then mixed it into a gooey dough. | set it aside, then took 
out the iced egg whites. | sprinkled sugar into the egg 
whites, then picked up a whisk and breathed in deeply. How 
nice would it be if | had an electric mixer. Unfortunately, | 
didn’t have one, so | had to rely on myself. 


| put the whisk into the yolk and beat it swiftly. | keep 
beating with all my might. 


Swoosh swoosh swoosh. 
Phew...... | will take...... a little break....... 
"Big brother, that looks tough." 


"Really now, what are you doing, shopkeep?" 


"! That’s right. It’s Gthatq]!" 


With cheers from the audience, | started moving again. 
Swoosh swoosh swoosh. 


Air was mixed into the egg whites, turning it from liquid into 
foam. | felt a sense of accomplishment, but the fatigue was 
strong too. My hands got slower with time, not just from 
fatigue, but also resistance. However, | still need to beat it, 
until it turned into meringue. My efforts turned into a white 
fluffy lump. When | pulled the whisk out of the bowl, it left a 
beautiful sharp tip at the top, a sign that | was successful. 


| scooped up about a small teaspoon of it with the whisk, 
and mixed it with the yolk dough. When they were 
completely mixed, | added the rest of the melingue. If | 
mixed carefully without breaking the gentle texture of the 


melingue, | could get a soft dough. The eggs and flour 
dough bloating to this size was incredible. 


"Look, Tize! The dough is so fluffy!" 

"What is it... How intriguing." 

"Will it feel good if | bury my face into it?" 

"Il Maybe...... : 

If possible, | hope the two of you won't waste my effort. 


| then boiled water and let my sore right arm rest a while. 
Adding a thin layer of oil to a pan, | put it over a weak flame. 


After shifting the dough to the pan, the bloated dough was 
still round like a puff. | quartered it, added a little hot water 
and covered it with a lid. The heat couldn’t be too hot when 
steaming it. | tilted the pan and could hear the water 
evaporating with a whoosh. | felt hyped at the sound, 
imagining how it would turn out. 


Judging that it was almost done, | removed the lid and 
steam flowed out, followed by the fragrance of baked 
dough. | couldn’t help smiling at this fragrance. 


"I It smells delicious, Tize!" 


The bottom of the dough had turned golden brown like a 
shiba inu. | turned it over, added some hot water, and 
closed the lid. 


<TL: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shiba_Inu> 


While the other side was being cooked, | opened the fridge 
and took out the fruits (can | call it grape strawberry?) and 
cut it into bite size. It would be perfect if there was some 
whipped cream, but that would be difficult in this world. How 
unfortunate. 


| opened the lid, and was greeted by round, fluffy things. It 
looked as if it would wobble with a poke like pudding, that 
was how thick and soft it was. 


It was cooked perfectly. The good thing about steaming over 
a weak flame was the low chance of failure. 


| plated them on two plates, and added the fruit on top. The 
bright red colour was really enticing. | then added a 
generous helping of honey. 


| served it with a fork beside the plates. 


"Here is what you ordered. A blissful serving of Soufflé 
Pancakes." 


Their eyes were sparkling as they looked at the pancakes 
before them. Everyone would like fluffy and beautifully 
burned desserts. 


"What is this, it’s soft and chewy!" 
Celine-san poked at it with a fork. 
Tize mimicked her and picked up her fork. 


She then opened her eyes wide, immersed in the soft 
sensation. It would be better not to poke too much, it would 
spoil the presentation. 


"Soufflé means expand. The melingue | whisked was mixed 
together with the dough and baked, giving it a thick and 
fluffy texture that isn’t normally possible." 


"It’s really fluffy! It melted right away in my mouth, Tize!" 
"Well, | guess you don’t need me to explain." 


They ignored me completely and immersed themselves in 
the Soufflé Pancakes. No, that was fine. Food had always 
been the main show, while the chef had a faint presence. 


"Hmm——! So blissful!" 


Celine-san squinted while Tize kept nodding with puffed 
cheeks. Seeing how happily they were eating, my right hand 
felt satisfied. 


Soufflé Pancakes were usually served as breakfast, but 
eating breakfast late at night was great too. 


| listened to their joyous voices and started tidying up the 
kitchen. 


"Oh, this suits Café au lait perfectly!" 


"So it goes well with Coffee too? By the way, Tize sure is 
mature, drinking Coffee without any sugar. Uwah, that 
cheeky face...... big sister feels outdated." 


Tize patted Celine-san’s shoulder. They had grown close 
after talking about love. 


“Ughh... | had never liked bitter things... Shopkeep, give me 
one Café au lait. Tize, would you like one too?" 


"Shopkeep, please give Tize a cup of Coffee." 
"Yes, coming right up." 


| stopped washing the dishes and prepared the Coffee 
Maker. 


"Oh, another serving of [jthat[] too!" 


Celine-san looked at me, and Tize gazed my way with 
Sparkling eyes. 


| looked at the ceiling, waiting for my right hand to answer. 
My right hand didn’t say anything, having resigned itself. 


Peas Yes, right away." 


Should | make use of my modern knowledge and invent an 
electric mixer? Or maybe | should seal [Jthat[]] away. 


Tize and Celine-san cheered, and started a passionate 
discussion about the blissfulness of eating fluffy snacks at 
night. Tonight’s Café was as rowdy as the day. 


Chapter 4: We are the 
Indecent Alliance 


That night, Granny Bonnie and Tize sat at the counter. Tize 
had been visiting nightly for a while now. Didn’t her parents 
say anything about her late night outing? Or maybe, she 
Snuck out? 


| had questions, but | couldn’t question her directly. There 
were places even the closest people wouldn’t breach into. 
And besides, she and | weren’t that close, so even if | did 

ask, it was probably just being a busybody. 


More importantly, Tize became close to the night time 
patrons very quickly, especially the older ones. They were 
probably doting on Tize like a granddaughter. Tize was 
happy too, so | didn’t think it was all bad. But | had my 
doubts about the influence of Granny Bonnie. 


"So listen well. People can pay attention to two things at 
once. When they are looking here, their hands are 
unguarded. Pay attention to their hands, and their body is 
open. That’s the trick, to skillfully divert their attention." 


"Oh, | see." 


Tize nodded with a serious face as she listened to Granny 
Bonnie’s explanation. 


"Hey boy, don’t move." 


"No, erm, | have work to do." 


"We are the only customers there. Enough, just stand right 
there." 


| couldn’t refute her, and just stood in the empty space 
made by shifting the tables away. Granny Bonnie and Tize 
stood right before me. 


"The first step is to pretend to be normal, then divert his 
attention to where you bump into him, and use that chance 
to pick his wallet." 


Tize nodded seriously. 

"What are you teaching her?" 

"Picking pockets, of course." 

Granny Bonnie answered nonchalantly. 


"No, you don’t have to teach her that. She is a youngster 
with a bright future." 


“Here, give it a try. Bump into him, then pick his wallet. The 
important thing is to be fast, without any big movements." 


"Yasl" 
"It’s no good... those two won't listen..." 


Tize clenched her fists before her chest, looking very 
motivated. She then walked towards the practice target—— 
me, who was standing still. | gave up on resisting, and 
walked forward as directed. 


When we passed by each other, Tize stumbled and bumped 
into me. 


"Oh, sorry." 


It was a light bump. Even from this close, her face was really 
delicate. If her face wasn’t red from nervousness, she would 
look just like a doll. And | could hear Tize’s voice from this 
close. Her voice made my back itchy. 


When | realized it, Tize had left my side, and | checked my 
apron pocket to find my wallet missing. 


"| did it...... yn 


| looked back, and Tize was holding my wallet with both 
hands with a satisfied face. 


"You have talent." Granny Bonnie nodded. "And you’re 
beautiful, and can easily play the men on the palms of your 
hands." 


Granny Bonnie then looked at me with a mischievous smile. 
Granny Bonnie didn’t miss the moment when | was 
entranced by Tize. | coughed dryly to brush that off. 


"Here, your wallet. Thank you very much." 
Paataies You're welcomed." 


Tize returned my wallet. | put it in my pocket then said with 
my hands on my hips: 


"Granny Bonnie might have taught you that, but don’t do 
that to anyone else, okay?" 


"So | can do it to big brother?" 


"Ughh" 


Tize looked up at me. Her expression was calm, but her eyes 
were filled with expectations. Her gaze could win against 
any arguments, so | had no choice but to nod dryly. 


"That’s great!" 


When | saw her clenched her fists happily, | felt fine being 
her practice dummy for pickpocketing. No, that wasn’t fine 
at all. 


"You are such a pushover." 


Granny Bonnie said to me without hiding her nefarious 
smile. 


"Whatever." 

| neither confirm nor deny. 

"Since the practice target said so, Tize, try it again." 
"Yes." 


Tize jogged to Granny Bonnie with her small wings flapping. 
It was good that she was happy, but it would be better if she 
was doing something decent. | couldn’t help thinking that 
way. 


"This time go at him from behind. When you’re squeezing in 
a crowd, and your body is in close contact, you should do it 
this way. First, put your hand on his shoulder or back. Here, 
this hand.” 


When Granny Bonnie’s lesson entered the second stage, the 
door chimed. In came Celine-san. 


"What's wrong, you look troubled." 


Granny Bonnie said. It was true, Celine-san looked gloomy. 
She looked at the three of us, then stood and said stiffly: 


"I... | made a forgery." 


| didn’t understand right away, but unlike Tize and me, 
Granny Bonnie understood. She snorted, then walked to the 
counter and drank the rest of her Coffee. 


"| was wondering what this is about, so you are just getting 
started. Isn’t forgery the work of ghost writers? That means 
you are a proper ghostwriter now." 


Oh, | remember now. Celine-san once said that someone 
asked her to make a forgery, and she turned them down. 


“"Ughhh, there’s a saying that a ghostwriter is truly a part of 
the industry when they could make a flawless forgery...!" 


So there was actually a profession with such an evaluation 
standard, how strange. This might be a different culture, but 
| grew up in a society with a strong view on abiding by the 
law, so it was hard for me to understand. However, Celine- 
san looked pained when she said that, so personal values 
differed from person to person. 


Celine-san held her head and squatted on the floor. 


"Ahh... It would be better if | didn’t do it... | should be 
satisfied with just ghostwriting love letters..." 


“That’s fine, right? You will get used to it with time. And you 
can earn more money." 


Granny Bonnie shared her unfiltered thoughts. 


But that was a good thing. She was straightforth, and | felt 
she was probably right. 


Celine-san looked up with her chin on her hand. 
"I think you're right...... ‘ 


However, she shook her head hard the next moment, which 
messed up her hair. 


"No, no can do! This is against the law! What will | do if | get 
caught... | don’t want to go to the pastiche..." 


"You are exaggerating too much. If all ghostwriters are 
caught because of forgery, the pastiche will be overflowing 
with them." 


"What’s a pastiche?" 


| didn’t want to butt in, but that unfamiliar term bothered 
me. Granny Bonnie glanced at me with one raised brow. This 
seemed to be common knowledge, and Granny Bonnie was 
thinking | was strange. But she didn’t press the issue and 
answered. 


"A pastiche is a prison to hold suspects. People who are 
officially convicted are confined there, and are normally 
dirty stone rooms. A bunch of convicts are gathered in the 
same place, So no one wants to go there." 


"Oh, | see." 


So something like a detention centre, huh. And from what | 
heard, the environment wasn’t that great. 


Celine-san was probably reminded of that, and she held her 
head again with a moan. Tize sat before her and patted 


Celine-san. 


"Ughh, thank you Tize. Big sister won’t forget you even if | 
go to the pastiche..." 


"You're exaggerating too much. No one would mind just one 
forged document. The officials know that, and they are 
grateful that you took care of the bothersome paperwork for 
them." 


Granny Bonnie took out a smoking pipe, then remembered 
that Tize and Celine-san were present. She looked troubledly 
at the pipe, then spun it in her hands. 


"Besides, you are not the type to add a Pen Mark into your 
forged documents, right?" 


"Pen Mark...... ?" 


This time, it was Tize who looked at Granny Bonnie 
puzzledly. But Celine-san spoke first, so Tize turned to her. 


"All ghostwriters have unique stamps, called Pen Marks. It’s 
used to differentiate who wrote the document, but some 
used it on forged documents too." 


"They use their own stamps on a forgery?" 
What if they got found out? 


“Hmmp, those people think of themselves as artists, and 
want to flaunt their masterpiece and advertise themselves. 
If they caught the eye of an official, they might get hired as 
a clerk working exclusively for big shots." 


"All ghostwriters strive to be like that..." 


Celine-san said emphatically. 


"Since you are diving into the forgery work, why not add in 
your Pen Mark?" 


"N-No way! That’s too scary!" 
She hugged her shoulders and said while trembling. 


"| want to be a bureaucratic clerk, but | can’t do it when | 
think about the pastiche! | will keep shivering, unable to 
write!" 


Granny Bonnie cast a sideway glance at Celine-san, then 
said with an exasperated sigh. 


"Really now, why did you take the forgery job with your 
dead serious personality?" 


"Ughh, | can’t help it either...... 


Celine-san’s shoulders drooped, and Tize kept patting her 
head as if she was soothing a large dog. 


"My father got hurt in an accident, and needs some time to 
recuperate." 


"How did——" 
Granny Bonnie said immediately, but—— 


"My father is a guarantor for a friend, and that friend went 
missing, so the loan sharks came after us for the money." 


She thought about what to say, and then slowly spoke: 
"It’s troubling if things turned out that way..." 


She then started nursing her temples. 


It was a common story, but when you actually face a subject 
of such a troublesome story, it was hard to find the words to 
console them. 


"A client from the merchant guild approached me several 
times in the past, and he offered a good price, sol..." 


Ughh. My head hurts too. | couldn’t blame Celine-san, and it 
was hard to encourage her and tell her not to worry. She 
took on the job to protect her family, and if she got caught, 
she couldn’t pay back the loan. If it was me, | would be 
scared too. 


"You worked hard, big sister." 


Tize gently patted Celine-san’s head. Celine-san looked up 
with tears welling in her eyes, and hugged Tize tightly. 


"Tize is a really good kid..." 
"T-That is really tight..." 


"Hah, she fits right in my arms, how comfortable, how 
healing..." 


"Your wings are so soft too... Uwah..." 
"It’s itchy...... ‘ 

"What are you doing?" 

Granny Bonnie asked in surprise. 


"Hah! I’m sorry, Tize! | wasn’t paying attention and...... 


And she started hugging Tize and fluffing her wings, huh. | 
looked at Celine-san with dubious eyes, but Tize just shook 
her head and said she was fine. She still retained the trust | 
had lost in humanity. Suddenly, Tize looked so dazzling. 


"Boy, why are you covering your eyes?" 

"She’s too dazzling, and | couldn’t look at her directly." 
eres | don’t get you." 

"It’s nothing, | was just pretending to be retarded." 

| went back to the counter after sorting my thoughts. 


"Celine-san, rushing won’t help at times like this, so calm 
down and have some Coffee." 


"Oh, that’s a good idea. Just thinking about those things all 
day will just tire your mind. Compared to things that might 
actually happen, thinking about that will harm your health 
more." 


Granny Bonnie’s words were deep, and she was right. 
Worrying over things would damage the psyche of people a 
lot. In contrast, those worries rarely turn true. Instead of 
worrying about something, we were exhausting our mental 
strength over our fears. At times like this, we needed to 
change our mood. 


"You can’t change what you already did, but you can change 
your mood." 


"Ugh. Shopkeep, you’re younger than me, but you can say 
logical things sometimes. But if the officials really come..." 


"Deal with it when the time comes." 


| said with a clear voice. | did so boldly because Granny 
Bonnie made it clear that the chance of that was very low. 
Most bureaucrats seemed to have implicitly acknowledged 
forgeries. And they wouldn’t search through the mob of 
ghostwriters for Celine-san just for that one document. The 
return wouldn’t match the effort they put forth. 


"And you didn’t add in your Pen Mark, right? So you won't 
get exposed." 


“Boy, now you are thinking like an Indecent." 


Granny Bonnie smiled. | knew she was complimenting me, 
but should | be happy about this? | felt complicated. 
However, Celine-san just covered her mouth with her hands 
and giggled. So | should treat this as a good thing. 


“The shopkeep has joined the ranks of indecent too." 


Celine-san stood up, and walked to the counter while 
holding Tize’s hand. 


“But I’m not happy about it..." 
"Is that so? But being an Indecent is interesting though." 
"I’m feeling more complicated by your refreshing smile." 


"| have already gotten over it! That’s right, I’m an Indecent! 
So what if | forged a document or two!?" 


"You are just giving up..." 
But Celine-san didn’t seem to hear me. 


Tize’s head kept turning with rhythm. She looked at the two 
of us, then tugged at Celine-san’s sleeve. 


"| want, to join." 

"You want to join the Indecents?" 
Tize nodded and flapped her wings. 
Granny Bonnie grinned nefariously. 


"You're amazing, becoming an Indecent at your age. Even | 
was docile and demure at your age." 


"Docile and demure? Are you talking about your clothes?" 
"Boy, let’s take this outside." 


Was the person saying this a demure girl in the past? | don’t 
buy it. 


| was breaking out in cold sweat, but Tize and Celine-san 
weren't fazed, and they looked at each other and said: 


"Tize, you really want to join us!? Join the Indecents!?" 
"Yes, | want to join." 

"Ehhh, oh——!" 

"“Oh——!" 


The sight of them raising their fists made them look like 
close sisters, and brought a smile to my face. Although the 
contents of their conversation was a bit of a problem 
education-wise. 


"Is this really fine...... 


"Both of them have dead serious personalities, so letting 
them go loose will be just right." 


Granny Bonnie said as she shook her hands at me. Now that 
she said that, | started to believe. After all, they looked like 
they were having fun, and Celine-san didn’t look gloomy 
anymore, and Tize’s wings were energetic—— | realized that 
Tize’s face didn’t change much, but her wings expressed her 
emotions clearly. | could tell how happy she was from her 
wings right now. 


So this should be fine. | think. 


Tize suddenly turned and looked up at me. She tilted her 
head slightly, and her white hair swayed with her motion. 


"Big brother, are you an indecent person too?" 


My mind went blank. | couldn’t take a step nor move a 
finger, my brain was short circuited too. 


After a brief silence, laughter erupted in the shop. Granny 
Bonnie was holding her sides, while Celine-san covered her 
mouth with her hand, her shoulders trembling. 


It was fine for you to have fun, but | hope you could 
understand the shock | felt. 


A young girl was looking up at me and asking if | was 
indecent, you know? She was cocking her head and staring 
at me with those innocent eyes! Asking if | was indecent! 


| shook my head, but my movements were stiff, as if rust 
had set in. 


"NO...... I’m probably...... not." 


"You are not, indecent?" 


Tize’s shoulders and brows drooped. Her expression didn’t 
change much, so it was rare seeing her obvious 
disappointment. Even the wings on her back had lost their 
vitality. Her face was delicate, so the sight of her 
encompassed with loneliness seemed so ethereal. My chest 
tightened at the thought that my words caused her to make 
that face. 


What should | do? | could understand logically, but | couldn’t 
do it. The reason being my small silver of pride. Even if | 
made the girl before me show that sad face, | still couldn’t 
call myself indecent. 


Tize poked her fingers together before her stomach as she 
added softly. 


"It would be great if | could be the same as big brother..." 
"I’m actually an indecent person. | just forgot just now." 


| cast aside my pride. | just need to throw it into the bin 
during non-burnable trash collection day. 


The shop was filled with the laughter of Granny Bonnie and 
Celine-san. Celine-san didn’t bother to cover her mouth this 
time. Yeah, laugh all you want! Say whatever you want! 


ee Really? Are you really an indecent person?" 
Tize looked up at me, and | nodded firmly. 
"That’s right, I’m an indecent person!" 

"Just like me?" 

"Yes, Just like you." 


She squinted and smiled happily. 


"—— That’s great!" 


| looked at her smiling so close to me and made up my 
mind. Yes, | will become an indecent person. For the sake of 
Tize’s smile, that was just trivial matters. 


And thus, we founded an Indecent Alliance here. 


Chapter 5: Lies and Hare 
and Humming 


Some people say that a small lie wasn’t really a lie, just a 
slight mistake. It wasn’t meant to harm others, but to make 
others think you’re alright, and not to make others worry. 
Lies told with such reasons were just a little misleading. 


But a small lie would grow by themselves. To hide this small 
lie, you had to layer in more small lies. In the end, this small 
lie would keep growing, and couldn’t be concealed without 

telling a big lie. And so, a slight mistake became a big issue. 


Lies were such unfathomable things. Once you started, you 
couldn’t stop until it was too late. 


“That’s why I’m having such a big headache right now." 


Pleek-san said with his head in his arms. His voice was 
Sharp and hoarse, as if he was squeezing it out of his throat. 


"You have to come clean and apologize." 
After saying that, Pleek-san looked up. 


"| know, | know. That’s the best way to settle things. But do 
you think | can say that?" 


He asked me with his eyes wide open. | thought about it, 
could | say it if | was in his shoes? 


er No, | can’t do it." 
"Right?!" 


“But you still have to say it?" 


Holding his head again, Pleek-san sighed deeply. 
"By the way, why did you lie in the first place?” 


"Because," Pleek-san said as he scratched his head. "I left 
my village after boasting that | will become a chef, but I’m 
just a janitor in a theatre. It’s too embarrassing for me to 
Say." 


"Even so, you have boasted too much." 


Peagte It’s just letters though, so | never thought | would get 
found out." 


Gwahaha, Pleek-san laughed exaggeratedly, then slouched 
his shoulders. 


"| never thought my mother would come to this far flung 
place." 


"Isn't it good that you can see her again?" 


"Yes, I’m glad that we can meet... Ahhh! | shouldn’t have 
written that I’m the head chef in my own shop!" 


He smacked the counter. 


"What else? You have a beautiful wife and cute daughter. 
And the dignitaries in the city often visit and know your 
name, right?" 


Pleek-san stopped moving. 

ee | really got carried away." 

"Any other lies?" 

He looked up at me and then averted his gaze. 


"| said my shop is full every day, it’s very busy and I'ma 
very successful chef." 


He came to the city to pursue his dreams, but things didn’t 
go well. Even so, he wanted to tell his family back home 
that he was fine, and | got it. | might write the same thing if 
| was in his shoes. 


"So, your mother wants to try the dishes in your shop?" 
| asked, and Pleek-san laid on the counter. 


"Yes. She wants to stay at my place, and watch the 
Songstress’ performance." 


ee Stay at your place and watch the performance?" 


| had a bad premonition. Pleek-san trembled without lifting 
his head. 


"| also wrote that I’m living in a luxurious house like a noble. 
And because one of my guest is a noble, | got my hands on 
tickets to the Songstress’ performance. She said she wanted 
to see too." 


| massaged my temples. He was going too far there. 


"Find some reason to stop her." 


one My mother isn’t young anymore. This will probably be 
the only time she come here from the far flung boondocks. 
She had always been farming in that village without 
traveling out, so she is looking forward to this trip." 


| couldn’t say anything more. Telling a mother like that to 
not come, huh. That was impossible. He could only hold his 
head in despair. 


| didn’t say anything, and the shop turned silent. The Elf big 
sister at the table was flipping through a thick book, and 
there was another customer at the other end of the counter. 


Pleek-san got up slowly and stroked his messy beard with 
his right hand. 


"I’m over thirty and still a theatre janitor, and no one is 
thankful for my work. | came here despite the objections of 
my family, what am | doing?" 


"You want to be a chef, right?" 


Pleek-san smiled at that question. Like a grade schooler 
after school was out. 


"Being a chef is cool, right? They can combine any 
ingredients together, adding seasonings decisively to make 
delicious food. That’s like magic." 


He then leaned forward and looked at me. 


"To me, you are a magician too. You can cook up dishes | 
have never had before, and own your own shop. You’re 
shining too bright for me to look at." Pleek-san then covered 
his eyes with one hand and muttered: “How bright.” 


| laughed at his joke. 


"Pleek-san, you are a magician too, since you worked as a 
chef before." 


"No, | can’t do it. | don’t have the determination. | worked as 
an assistant in a good restaurant, but quit soon after that. | 
haven't held a kitchen knife much since then." He said in 
self mockery. “This is a problem. What should | do?" 


Pleek-san stood up and left his money on the counter. 


"Never mind, I’m heading back for today. Sorry shopkeep for 
boring you with my rant." 


| shook my head. 
"Farewell, | will be back." 


Pleek-san left the shop with that, leaving an empty glass 
and the money for his drink. | cleared them away, and heard 
a voice from the other end of the counter. 


"Lies are really hard to deal with." 


A small figure said with a deep voice that could vibrate the 
hanging lights. 


"A white lie to avoid hurting others may blow up one day, 
hurting both you and the other party. Even if you know that, 
there would be times when you had no choice but to lie." 


re Your words are sophisticated today too, Corleone-san" 


A fluffy hare was sitting over there. Adorned in a high class 
suit with golden threads, he was the Mafia Boss who 
controlled the supply of top quality ingredients. 


"| would always hear something interesting whenever | 
visited your shop. This is something | have come to enjoy." 


Corleone-san chuckled. 
"It’s rude to laugh at the troubles of other people." 


"You're right. However, | could see the shadow of my past 
self overlapped with that young man, and felt the nostalgia 
of an old man." 


| couldn’t tell he was old at all, what was Corleone-san’s age 
again? He might get angry if | asked. 


"Corleone-san, did you have similar troubles?" 


"Only the most blissful person can live without telling a lie. 
He either has no worries, or is incompetent and incapable of 
thought. You have lied before, right? Told a big lie." 


He cast his gaze over, and | shirked my shoulders. 
"| did." 


"It’s fine if it’s a simple lie you can forget, but a big lie will 
haunt you forever. It would grow heavier with time, until it 
becomes impossible to bear. When that time comes, you 
need to come clean. It’s the same for everybody." 


"What happens after you come clean?" 
Corleone-san touched the brim of his hat. 


"Basically, all lies will get exposed. Not many people are 
capable of maintaining a facade. That’s why there are con 
artists and politicians. No one knows where their lies will 
lead them, but you will feel more relaxed when the lies you 
are bearing disappear. You can then take a step forward." 


"So, in conclusion, instead of the result of the lie, pulling 
yourself together to get over a lie is more important, right?" 


"You are getting better at summarizing things." 
“Corleone-san’s words are still too deep for me." 


"| intentionally made it difficult, so the people will feel more 
into it." 


He said jokingly. It was true, that manner of soeech sounded 
really cool. | needed to learn that too. As the Café master of 
a late night Café, that profound atmosphere was a must. 


| was about to practice Corleone-san’s manner of speech 
when the door chimed. That white figure was Tize. After | 
welcomed her in, Tize bowed and her small wings flapped. 


awe Your shop is really interesting." 

Corleone-san said with a sigh> 

"What do you mean?" 

"It’s nothing. You'll understand when the time comes." 
"Ok." 


Corleone-san shook his head and looked at the glass in his 
hand. He ended the conversation, so | looked towards Tize. 


Tize sat in her usual seat out of habit. People were 
interesting creatures, deciding on their own seats out of 
habit. Tize was just like a regular now, her initial unease was 
gone. 


"Good Evening. The usual?" 
"Yas," 


Tize nodded. 


"Speaking of which, have you lied before, Tize." 


| set up the Coffee maker and asked as if | just remembered. 
Tize looked over, lowered her head, then said softly: 


"Sorry, it must be a painful lie." 

Tize showed a serious face that made me regret asking her. 
Tize shook her head, then looked up at me. 

"What should | do when | tell a lie?" 

"Another difficult question." 


If it was the usual me, | would be troubled about how to 
answer. But luckily, | already noted down the model answer 
in my mental notebook. 


"Your lie will be exposed one day, right? We won’t know 
where our lie will lead us, but we will have to face them. So 
we have to resolve ourselves and take a step forward." 


| could hear stifled laughter from the other end of the 
counter. | was borrowing the words of a certain hare, but | 
still made Tize nod in agreement. 


"Big brother, have you lied before?" 
"Of course, plenty of times." 
"Because you are indecent?" 


Tize said with her innocent eyes. Another stifled snicker 
came, and | glanced at the source. 


Bae Corleone-san, | can hear you laughing." 

"Oh, my apologies." 

He apologized, but his shoulders were still quaking. 
"You are laughing too much." 


"| haven't felt so happy in a long while. Indecent, huh, that 
isn’t bad." 


| didn’t understand what pleased him so much. Corleone- 
san just nodded profusely. 


Tize looked at Corleone-san with troubled eyes, then looked 
up at me. Her natural attitude was gone, and she seemed 
smaller and uneasy. 


"Tize, this is Corleone-san. He is a bad guy, but not a bad 
guy." 


rice Is he a bad guy or not?" 
"Which is to say, he is an incredible Indecent." 


Tize seemed to understand after hearing that. She looked at 
Corleone-san with a tense face, then bowed. 


NEM exces I’m Tize, and | just joined the indecents. Pleased, 
to meet you." 


“Thank you for your kind greeting. I’m Corleone. You are...... 
indecent?" 


Tize nodded seriously. 


"Yes, I’m indecent" 


"| don’t think that’s something you can say with a straight 
face." 


Corleone-san looked at me with a wry smile. 
"Is this a recent fad?" 


"Some people thought that people visiting this shop at this 
hour are all indecent." 


"| see, that isn’t wrong." 
"Can you tell me what you mean by that?" 


| approached with a smiling face, but Corleone-san ignored 
me with a casual attitude, then turned to Tize: 


"You are an Indecent at such a young age, you have a bright 
future ahead." 


NYO@S woeeee People often tell me that." 


Was that a good thing? | couldn’t really tell. Tize’s wing 
flapped happily. Since Tize wasn’t against it, | felt it should 
be alright. 


"Tize, this person is actually the boss of the Indecents." 
"The hell are you saying?" 


Corleone-san said exasperatedly. But Tize turned wide eyed, 
and looked between Corleone-san and me. Her wings moved 
erratically, and she seemed very shaken. 


"I’m not wrong, right?" 


| said to Corleone-san. He was still a Mafia boss. | didn’t 
know what the Mafia of this world does, but they should be 
involved in some shady business too. 


viene Indeed, my business isn’t really decent." 
Corleone-san said, and Tize straightened her back. 
"B-Boss-san." 

"Y-You don’t have to push yourself to call me that." 

"Tize, Corleone-san is a friendly and approachable boss." 
"Friendly Boss-san." 

“That’s not what | mean." 


Corleone-san corrected her seriously, but Tize still cocked 
her head in puzzlement. 


"Friendly...... Boss-san of the Indecents?" 


"I’m not trying to correct the way you address me in that 
direction. Just address me casually." 


eeherA Mr Rabbit." 


| burst out laughing. | tried to control myself, but couldn’t 
help laughing. | just couldn’t. Because a little girl was calling 
Corleone-san, Mr Rabbit! 


Saree You have been getting more audacious." 


Corleone-san said dumbfoundedly. He wasn’t mad, which 
Showed how magnanimous Corleone-san was. But it would 
be rude to keep laughing, and | finally kept it under control. 


"No no, I’m sorry. This is too unexpected. Fufu." 
"You're still laughing." 


| pressed against my cheeks with both hands. Calm down, 
me. 


“Erm, sorry." 
Tize observed our interactions and said in a quiet voice. 


"You don’t have to apologize, that way of address isn’t 
wrong. But it will make me glad if you can address me as 
Corleone." 


"Yes, Corleone, san." 
"Mr Rabbit sounds cuter." 
"I’m glad that you’re enjoying this." 


He said with a sigh. | rarely had the chance to tease 
Corleone-san. If not for Tize’s innocence, | wouldn’t dare to 
do that. 


Mr Rabbit...... | couldn’t say it. Only Tize could do that. 


| felt the urge to laugh when | thought back on it. If | didn’t 
bite my cheek hard, | would start laughing again. | 
continued brewing Coffee for Tize. 


Corleone-san left after some idle chatter with Tize. He would 
visit after | started late night operations, but he wouldn't 
stay long. He was busy, and had lots of things to do in the 
morning. With that in mind, those who could frequent this 
place without worrying about work the next day, all didn’t 
work in the morning. So it wasn’t wrong to call them 
indecent. 


Only the Elf big sister and Tize were in the shop. It was way 
past midnight, in the wee hours of the morning. The Elf big 
sister was dozing off while holding her thick book. 


"Tize, aren’t you sleepy?" 

Tize shook her head at my question. 

"It’s fine. | will sleep properly during the day...... 7 
"Me too." 

"We are the same." 

Tize clenched her small fists. 

"Yes, we are the same." 

We laughed together at that. 


~~ 


The number of customers visiting the late night Café was 
more unpredictable than the day. There were even days 
when no one came, which made me wonder if everyone in 
this city had disappeared. 


If a customer came in and saw my face, they would find me 
in a daze. As if | finally confirmed that | wasn’t the only 
living person in the world. 


Those who sleep in the day and wander in the night must 
feel loneliness inside. All unnecessary things disappear in 
the night, leaving you with a sense of solitude. When you 
couldn’t bear this solitude, you would wander in the streets. 
Occasionally, you would run into others who felt the same 
solitude, laughed together about how tough life was, then 
returned to your daily lives. 


The customers visiting late at night were all people who 
couldn't let go of their solitude. They had gotten used to 
walking alone, but would still feel lonely. 


Adults could indulge in alcohol, but those who didn’t drink 
would have a problem. At times like this, the Café would be 
a good place to go. That was what | thought. 


Tize was here tonight, but | wouldn’t turn her down with the 
reason that it was still too early for her. After all, this Café 
didn’t serve alcohol or had an age restriction. 


Tize held the cup with both hands as if she was enjoying the 
warmth of the Coffee. Her eyes staring at the liquid was 
blank, but there was a faint smile on her lips. There wasn’t 
any tension at all, and the atmosphere was calming. 


| didn’t want to say anything either, and tidied the glasses in 
the cabinet. 


Loneliness wasn’t something that could be soothed with just 
words. Just by staying in the same place and sharing the 
same feelings, it was fine even without any conversations. 


Oh, it would be even better if there was calming music. The 
night was a little too quiet. Sometimes, the silence was a 
little frustrating. 


When | started arranging the glasses on the second rack of 
the shelf, | heard a small voice from behind. | stopped my 
outstretched hand and just stopped there. 


What was that music? | listened carefully. That was a soft 
tune | would definitely had missed during the bustling of 
daytime. It sounded a little sad, but also a bit warm. 


The clear voice penetrated my ears and reached straight 
into my heart. There weren't any lyrics, but my emotions 
still started to sway. 


Why was my heart fluttering? 
Why did | feel bitter? 


My throat throbbed, as if something was about to overflow. 
My eyes were burning and | closed them. My mind and heart 
were filled by that music. It then flowed through my heart 
and spread to my entire body through my blood. | couldn’t 
move, the music was so soothing that | couldn’t move. If | 
keep immersing myself in this music, | would probably cry. 


"What is that song?" 


| said as if | was chewing on every word. That dream-like 
music suddenly stopped. Just like the daydream during a 
short nap, everything was suddenly gone. The strong 
emotions | felt were still lingering somewhere. 


yA | eee I’m sorry, was | too noisy?" 


Tize said. That’s when | realized that it was Tize humming. | 
took a deep breath to recover my body’s senses. | then 
smiled. It’s fine, it’s the same as usual. 


| turned back and looked at Tize. She made herself small 
and looked at me tensely. 


"It’s not noisy at all. | was mesmerized." 
"No way." Tize shook her head "My singing isn’t much." 


"I’m the one who gets to judge if it is good. And | think it 
sounded really beautiful." 


"U-Ughh." 


Tize made her body smaller by resting her head on the 
counter. The small hair whorl on top of her head was right 
before me. 


"It was a sad tune. | couldn’t describe it clearly though." 


shea Yes." Tize nodded. "It’s a song about homesickness. In 
the past, before the language was unified, and the world 
was filled with strife... There were many who drifted away 
from their homes and couldn’t go back, but had to live on. 
This is the music made by those people." 


So that was why it felt so heart wrenching. 


| couldn’t help smiling. Maybe | was the only one in this 
world who could completely empathize with that song. 


Silence hung over them again, and Tize looked at me 
curiously. 


“My hometown had a similar song, | just thought the tune 
was very similar." 


| tried to fudge things over, but contrary to my expectations, 
Tize got excited with sparkling eyes. 


"What kind of song is it?" 
“Even if you ask me..." 
"Then, please sing a little. | want to hear it." 


| was at a loss for words. 


"No... That’s..." 
Tize’s face suddenly darkened, and her shoulders slumped. 
"I-I’m sorry." 


Did a human who could bear letting Tize make such a face 
exist in this world? My chest hurts. | was hesitant. But | 
made up my mind. Well, it was just singing. 


"It’s fine, | will sing for you. But, you should know, Tize." 
"I’m tone deaf." 
| emphasized that point. 


"Specifically, | can’t control my pitch properly. Everyone will 
smile at me after my song. | don’t hate singing, but I’m not 
good at it.” 


| explained desperately, and Tize looked at me witha 
serious face. She then narrowed her eyes nostalgically. 


"| was the same in the past. | couldn’t sing well. My mother 
told me when | was troubled over it, that it’s fine even if | 
can’t sing well, just sing for someone. If you can convey 
your feelings to someone, then that song will be more 
beautiful than a song that is sung normally." 


ene You have a good mother." 
“That’s right." 
Tize replied with a smile. 


“But that sounds more difficult than singing nicely." 


"Well... That is..." 
Tize lowered her head, but raised it again. 


"Erm, | will listen properly, so it’s fine. Please sing for me 
and convey your feelings to me." 


| couldn’t help smiling at her serious expression. 
"W-Why are you smiling?" 

"Sorry, this is the first time someone said that to me." 
Listen properly, huh. That sounded great. 


“Thanks to you, I’m not too bothered about my singing 
anymore. It’s fine even if my singing isn’t good, huh." 


| always thought that | shouldn’t sing before others if | 
couldn’t sing well. | thought it was meaningless if it wasn’t 
well received. However, if someone was willing to listen, and 
| wanted to sing for her, then singing poorly was meaningful 
too. 


"Alright then, since you are willing to listen to my song." 
"Yas," 
| cleared my throat, and Tize smiled. 


My first note was off tune. The pitch was definitely wrong, 
but | didn’t care. There was a girl before me listening 
carefully, and my cheeks burned as | sang under such 
circumstances. 


| sang til the end, then breathed out deeply. My heart was 
still thumping. | felt a strange sense of accomplishment. 


Tize opened her eyes, then looked up at me and clapped. 
"This is embarrassing." 
"| can feel it properly. Although you are... a little off tune." 


She said jokingly, and | raised my hands in surrender. | 
didn’t feel any annoyance, all thanks to Tize’s warm gaze on 
me. And | felt happy that | could share my song with others. 


Tize flapped her wings and said: 
maaan That song, | have heard it before." 
Le Ehh?" 


The song | sang was a tune that was always played in the 
evenings in my hometown. All grade schoolers learned the 
song and lyrics. | never thought that Tize actually knew. 
<TL: https://www.tokyoweekender.com/2021/01/tokyos-5- 
oclock-chime-what-is-that-song/> 


"Why do you know that? That’s..." 
A song from my world. 


"My grandmother sang it for me. It was a long time ago, and 
just once." 


"Did your grandmother come from a galaxy far far away?" 
| couldn’t help leaning forth. 


"No, my grandmother just knows a lot of songs in this 
world." 


Tize backed away and answered a little baffledly. 


| moved back. If she knew that song, | thought she might 
have teleported into this world like | did. | never considered 
the possibility of the same song and lyrics being created 
independently over here too. 


Maybe someone teleported here in the past. They came 
here, realized they couldn’t go back, and lived on here. They 
then passed down the songs from their hometown. Just what 
did that person feel back then, and who did they sing that 
song too? 


"Erm, big brother?" 


Tize looked up at me worriedly, after | suddenly turned 
Silent. 


"Sorry, it’s fine. I’m just a little bothered." 


| hurriedly said with a smile. There was no way to confirm if 
my suspicion was correct. | had already gotten used to it, 
and hid my emotions deep in my heart. | opened that big 
door in the corner of my heart, stuffed all my emotions in, 
then locked it with a key. And now, | am the same as always. 


Tize was still looking at me with worry, but | had already let 
it go. 


At this moment, the door chimed. Tize and | both looked 
over, and saw a cylindrical figure standing there. After that 
figure stepped in, | realized it was Celine-san covered by a 
full body coat. 


Celine-san looked scared. The coat hiding her body and the 
hood worn low made it clear she was hiding, and she 
peeked outside from the door gap. 


She carefully surveyed the shop, then rushed to the counter. 


"Shopkeep, I-I’m being stalked...!" 


Chapter 6: The Forgery 
Family Plan 


"First, calm down." 


Seeing how panicked Celine-san was and what she said, | 
poured a glass of water for her. Celine-san downed it in one 


go. 
"Phew...... It would be better if it was chilled..." 
"You are plenty calm already." 


Her nervousness just now was like a lie. Celine-san made a 
serious face and started speaking with her hands on the 
counter. 


"No, | can’t relax at all! It is getting scary... Oh, Good 
Evening, Tize-chan." 


"G-Good Evening." 
"Celine-san, it’s not really urgent, right?" 
"No, it’s really pressing." 


Celine-san looked very serious when she said that, and 
judging by her coat that hid her entire body, she wasn’t 
joking. But this was probably Celine-san’s unique way of 
being anxious. 


| got my act together and faced Celine-san again. 
"So, what happened?" 


Celine-san put her hand on her chest and took a few deep 
breaths, then pulled out a chair and sat down. | felt like 
retorting her unique pace of doing things, but held myself 
back. 


"Actually, | think I’m being stalked." 
"What’s going on here?" 


Celine-san kept waving her hands as if she was searching 
through a pile of words and composing them. 


"Well, remember that day when | talked about forgery?" 
"| do." 
Tize nodded gently. 


"And yesterday, the people at the top started probing about 
who forged a certain document. And t-that person, was me." 


At that, Celine-san laid on the counter with her head in her 
arms. 


"W-What should | do? | might get imprisoned." 


She wailed, and her voice was slurred. Tize patted Celine- 
san’s head to console her. 


It would be good if | could say something useful, but | 
couldn’t say anything. If what Celine-san said was true, then 
the people up top were tracking Celine-san. 


"But, isn’t forgery an implicitly accepted culture? Isn’t it 
strange for them to search for you then?" 


Celine-san looked up when she heard that. 


“That might be so... Maybe they just want to confirm 
something after they uncovered a new ghostwriter doing 
forgery..." 


"Hah, they are investigating so thoroughly just for one 
forgery?" 


Celine-san averted her gaze without a word. Cold sweat 
appeared on her brows, and she started whistling badly. 


serene Celine-san?" 
"What’s going on, | don’t get it at all." 


She adjusted her glasses to block my field of vision. She was 
acting really suspiciously like a bad actor. 


"What else did you do?" 


"Well... They made an additional job offer... With good 
money, and | accidentally... But! | only did three!" 


| shook my head silently. 


It would be natural for the people up top to notice the 
existence of a ghost writer dabbing in forgery. They would 
naturally search for an unknown ghost writer that just 
started forgery. That was understandable. 


"Why don’t you give yourself up?" 


samiaieoie What if they imprison me?" 


Celine-san started trembling like a frog in front of a snake. 


This wasn’t a problem that could be brushed aside easily. 
We didn’t know the intent of the people chasing her. There 
was a possibility that she might get imprisoned. 


“But you can’t keep running away." 
"That’s true, but..." 


From how Celine-san looked, she didn’t look like she could 
endure a life on the run. She would crumple mentally first. 


"Celine-san, why don’t you give yourself up at the station? 
You'll feel better if you confess everything. Your parents 
back home are crying, you know?" 


"You are talking like an interrogator! | didn’t do anything 
wrong?" 


"What about the forgery?" 
ee It was me." 
Celine-san confessed with her shoulders slumped. 


"They will be lenient if you apologize honestly. The sentence 
for your first offence will be lighter." 


"Ughh...... Shopkeep, will you come see me if | get locked 
into the pastiche?" 


"Pastiche is like a detention centre, right? It sounds scary, so 
I'll pass." 


"How mean." 


Celine-san laid onto the counter again, and faked her tears. 
No, you weren’t pressured at all. 


| looked at her with icy eyes, but Tize was the culmination of 
everything pure and lacked any suspicion. 


"| will visit you." 


She patted Celine-san’s shoulder firmly, with fire of 
determination in her eyes. Celine-san looked up without any 
signs of tears, and her eyes sparkling. 


"Tize-chan Is a really good kid." 
"Ughh" 


She hugged Tize tightly and grinded her cheeks. She looked 
more hyped than usual, so maybe she was a little anxious. 
Although her nervousness wasn’t conveyed to others at all. 


"Celine-san, that’s enough." 


Tize whose head was moving with the grind started to look 
dizzy, so | spoke up. Celine-san released Tize as if it was a 


pity. 
"So, what are you planning to do?" 


| asked that again, and Celine-san finally showed a serious 
face. 


eae What should | do? It’s better for me to take the 
initiative, huh." 


"Well, that will leave a better impression on the other party." 


| had seen something similar in a crime drama before. 


"If I’m locked up, then the treatment fee, living expenses 
and my father’s debt will..." 


Facing such troubles, | crossed my arms in deep thought. It 
was true that the situation would become terrible if Celine- 
san stopped working right now. But if she kept running, she 
wouldn’t be able to work properly. 


"What to do." | said. 
"What to do." Celine-san said. 
"l-It will be fine." Tize said. 


Celine-san and | looked towards Tize. Tize, who was the 
focus of our attention, turned red. She glanced at the 
counter and said: 


"Erm, | don’t get the complicated stuff... But big sister is a 
gentle and good person... So it will be fine." 


Celine-san didn’t say anything. Neither did |. Both of us 
stared at Tize in silence. 


Tize slowly looked up and looked at Celine-san and me. After 
meeting our gaze, she closed her eyes immediately. 


Celine-san slowly turned to me, and | turned to her too. 
Celine-san was expressionless. 


"What should | do, shopkeep? This child is too cute." 
"| agree." 


| nodded firmly. My work every day, the troubles | couldn’t 
solve, my unease about the future, and my heart grounded 
by all that had been purified. 


"Celine-san is too sly. You said it out first." 
"Aren’t you envious?" 


Her body finally caught up with her emotions, and the 
corners of Celine-san’s mouth relaxed. Her eyes and cheeks 
melted into a smile. 


“Thank you, Tize-chan. Big sister will be fine no matter what 
happens!" 


“"Uwah." 

She hugged Tize again and rubbed against her cheeks. 
"Tize-chan’s face is so soft." 

"Big sister, it’s uncomfortable." 


Despite what Tize said, she wasn’t resisting at all. | was 
regretting a little for being born a man. How envious... No, | 
should control myself. 


| took deep breaths to control my urges, then picked up a 
rag. At times like this, | should wipe glasses. It wasn’t well 
known, but the action of wiping glasses had all sorts of 
benefits. One of them was soothing your emotions. As the 
stains on the glass disappear, the worries in my heart 
vanishes away. | was really envious of Celine-san. 


"Fu... I’m still too young." 


| thought about how immature | was as | stared at the 
ceilings in the distance, and the door chimed. The calm 
breeze unique to the night blew in. It was a short haired 
man in his thirties, Pleek-san. 


"Oh, what’s wrong, Pleek-san? Didn’t you just go back?" 


"Shopkeep! | thought of a great idea!" 


Pleek-san had a smile devoid of all his worries on his face as 
he leaned on the counter. 


Celine-san and Tize maintained their posture of having their 
cheeks stuck to each other, staring wide eyed at the person 
who just barged in. Pleek-san looked at them, and said while 
still smiling: "Woah! Both of you are beauties!" as a 
greeting. He was about to turn to me, but stopped and 
slowly turned back to the duo. 


“Huh, what." He said, then shook his head. "...... No, they 
are really beautiful." 


"You don’t need to make that sound so deep." 
Seeing me smile, Pleek-san scratched his head bashfully. 
"Oh, sorry about that. They are just too pretty." 


| could understand how he felt. Tize had an atmosphere that 
felt as clear as the air before dawn. Regardless of age, any 
man would feel nervous beside her. Celine-san had a gentle 
air like the setting sun, and you would feel like spilling your 
heart out to her if you sat beside her. 


Pleek-san didn’t face them, choosing to look at me, who was 
the most normal. 


"Leaving the beauties aside, Shopkeep, can you do me a 
favour?" 


bea | have a bad feeling about this, but | will hear you out." 


There was a beautiful lady and pretty young girl before him, 
but the lecherous Pleek-san didn’t chat them up or 


introduce himself to them. That was unbelievable. What did 
he want to say? 


Pleek-san placed his palms on the counter and lowered his 
head. 


"Shopkeep, can you lend this shop to me for one night! ?" 


What did he mean by that? | was a little baffled. But | soon 
realized what he was scheming. | furrowed my brows and 
massaged my temple. 


jase You are going to trick your mother by saying it’s your 
shop?" 


"Yasl" 
He answered firmly, as if to say that he had no other choice. 


Pleek-san wrote a lot of things in his letters, and he had no 
plans to admit his lies. Instead he opted to temporarily 
make those lies a reality during his mother’s visit. Setting 
aside the wisdom of that decision for now, was that really 
possible? 


"This will be tough. The place is always filled with nobility 
customers, and a beautiful wife and cute daughter? First, 
you don’t have enough people." 


"About that, I’m going to ask the guild to gather helpers." 
"What are you going to do about the money?" 
“Take a loan!" 


He raised his head with his hands in the same position, and 
said decisively. He sounded like a man who made his 
resolve. Indeed, there were times when a man had to do 


something, even if he had to take a loan... was that really 
true? 


"| will pay for the venue, so please." 
ee No, it’s better for you to not do that." 


He could fudge it through if it was just one night. But the 
lies would keep piling up, and this wouldn’t solve the 
problem. After spending lots of money and gathering lots of 
people to act out a dream-like dinner, could this really 
conclude with a good ending? 


“Please help me with this... If it’s you, Shopkeep, it will 
definitely work!" 


Pleek-san said with conviction and bowed again. He was 
convinced that this was the only way. 


If | turned him down, he would probably ask another shop 
for the same favour. Pleek-san was pleading desperately, 
and would probably accept any terms from a loan shark. 


eae | understand, | will lend it to you for just one night." 
“Thank you very much, Shopkeep! That’s a big help!" 


Pleek-san jumped up and expressed his glee with his entire 
body. He pulled his chair out and sat down weakly. 


"Next would be gathering the people... Actors playing as 
chefs, waiters and noble customers aren’t too difficult." 


“But what about your wife and kid?" 


"| need to search... for them..." 


At that, Pleek-san slowly turned to the side. Sitting there 
were Celine-san and Tize who couldn’t keep up with what 
Pleek-san was Saying. 


cetiae Pleek-san, your thinking is clear at a glance." 
| sighed. But Pleek-san didn’t seem to hear me. 
"Erm, well..." 


"Tize is already thirteen, her age doesn’t match up, Pleek- 
san." 


Pleek-san looked at me with a cocky smile. 
"| wrote in my letter that | adopted a child.” 
Ohh... Then it might be fine... 


Pleek-san turned to the two of them with a serious face and 
proper posture. Celine-san and Tize straightened their backs 
as if they had taken a bait. 


"This is the first time we met, but will you please be my 
family?" 


| massaged the center of my brows. 


Chapter 7: The Usual 
Time, The Usual Her 


So, what happened after that?[] 


Linaria asked with her palm supporting her cheek, not 
hiding her exasperated face at all. 


[The contents of the request aside, his passion and drive 
were really moving. In the end, Celine-san and Tize agreed 
to help him.{] 


[That sounds tough. Good luck.[] 


Linaria waved her hands, then returned her gaze back to the 
book on the counter. There were papers filled with words 
and drawings by her hands, and she would write new things 
onto it from time to time. | couldn’t read nor understand it, 
but it must be something very deep and difficult. 


| looked out the window, and the night was almost over. The 
sun was rising on its predetermined path, and the sky was 
turning bright. At this time when people were just getting up 
to work in the morning, Linaria was already in her uniform 
and studying in my shop. 


[How is it? Can you pass the test?[] 


Hl’m not sure. | might not have enough time.[] 


Linaria’s goal was to be a Healing Mage. To do so, she 
needed to enrol in a specialist school, and the difficulty was 
really high. Even Linaria, who had the top grades amongst 
the first years in the Arialu School of Wizardry, said she 
wasn’t Sure. 


Linaria’s goal was to search for her parents who left when 
she was young, and becoming a Healing Mage was the 
quickest method. She came here to self-study early in the 
morning, and must be working hard in other areas that | 
didn’t know about. 


[You'll definitely pass, yup.[] 
[What are you saying out of the blue?[] 
Linaria looked up in surprise. 


(Our Linaria is a hard worker. No matter how hard the test 
is, it will be a breeze for you.[] 


[Do you know how difficult the enrolment test is? The 
academy’s entrance exams is bad enough, and the 
enrolment test is more difficult.]] 


a ere Definitely, probably, will work out.[] 
[It’s good that you somewhat understand the difficulty.[] 
She said with a smile, then hit the books again. 


It was amazing how hard Linaria worked after deciding on 
her goal. She always had her books, papers and pens with 
her, and | had never seen her rest. Even though she had to 
deal with the lessons and work from school too. | wanted to 
Support her, but | was worried at the same time. 


| thought about saying something, but decided against it. 


| didn’t want to disturb her while she was concentrating. The 
sight of her focusing on her books made her feel so far 
away. As if she was forging ahead, and leaving me behind. 


| smiled at what | just imagined, then inspected the utensils. 
The utensils in this world were delicate and cracked easily. | 
had to inspect it periodically to avoid giving customers 
utensils that would cut them. 


[Renting the shop out,[] Linaria suddenly said without lifting 
her head. [You agreed to do that?[] 


[If he had to go that far, | think it would be easier for him to 
clarify everything.[] 


[But it sounds interesting, right? You also like such things, 
and did something similar before, didn’t you?[] 


| didn’t—— | wanted to refute, but there was that one time. 
To support the love of a certain clumsy man, | turned the 
shop into a restaurant. 


[You can just do the same thing again.[] 


[Don’t make it sound so simple, Corleone-san helped get 
the ingredients and chefs back then. It can’t be done ona 
whim.[] 


[Be it the Corleone family or the Monte company, use 
whatever you can. Isn’t there a saying that you can even 
exploit your parents if necessary.[] 


<TL: QUUUUUUUUNU0> 


Linaria was writing something while she was reading, and 
talking about something unrelated. | wondered whether that 
would confuse her. 


But that advice sounded great. Monte Company was owned 
by Momon, who visited this shop because of the Maid Cafe. 
He mentioned that dispatching workers was part of his job 
scope. He might be able to help and hire people to pretend 
to be nobles and fill the seats. As for the chef and 
ingredients, Corleone-san would be the person to speak to. 
But top quality food and workers would be expensive too, 
could Pleek-san afford it? 


[iSee, you say it can’t be done, and now you are considering 
it seriously.[] 


Linaria said after glancing my way. Now that she mentioned 
it, | realized | was seriously thinking up a plan. Even though 
Pleek-san should be responsible for that, | was just lending 
him the shop. 


[You probably have a knack for enacting such nefarious 
schemes.[] 


[saree What an unpleasant compliment. ] 


[That’s a good thing though. A nefarious scheme others 
couldn’t pull off. And it depends on how you use that talent, 
right?[] 


[You have a point.{] 


| was an upright citizen and had never hatched any heinous 
plans. But occasionally, | would use methods that were a 
little unorthodox. | had never thought of doing anything bad. 


After sorting out my thoughts, | wanted to explain to Linaria, 
but she had returned to her book, brushing me off with an 
Sure, you’re right. | get it.4] Since she said so, | let her off 
the hook. 


The concentration of a human was limited, and it was 
difficult to keep doing something for an entire day. For 
example, you would get hungry, or the temperature in the 
room might be off, or it might be noisy outside. All these 
trivial matters could easily break your concentration. 


Thinking about it seriously, was there a time when | focused 
properly on something? | never joined any club that required 
focus, and never took lessons after coming to this world. | 
needed to focus when roasting Coffee beans and using the 
Coffee Maker, but only for a short moment. 


Compared to me, Linaria’s focus was amazing. 


My hand slipped and | broke a plate while | was tidying the 
cutlery. There was a sharp cracking noise. | hurriedly 
apologized to Linaria, but she didn’t even look over. She 
didn’t hear my apology nor the cracking of the plate. 


| was amazed by Linaria’s concentration while | cleaned up 
the pieces. | couldn’t get good grades because | didn’t have 
this kind of focus. This was probably impossible for me. 


And | didn’t have a goal either. Even if | had the focus to 
block out all external noise, it would be useless if | didn’t 
have something | wanted to do. Just how seriously was 
Linaria challenging the enrollment test? Her seriousness 
drifted over along with the heat. | was stimulated at the 
same time, feeling that | should work harder too. Although | 
wasn’t sure what | should work towards. 


When Linaria looked out and exhaled, the sky was 
completely bright, and morning came once again. 


Seeing her stop for the moment, | prepared a Café au lait. | 
turned on the heater to boil the water. After a rigorous 
mental exercise, drinking Café au lait with lots of sugar 
would probably help relieve her fatigue. 


Linaria was raising her hands in a stretch, and | served a 
mug of Café au lait to her. 


HHmm, thank you.[] 
[You are really focused, the sun is already up.[] 


[The thing | was reading is difficult, but really interesting.[] 
Linaria said with a smile, then took a sip from her mug. 


[It’s sweet and tasty.[] 

So, what’s the trick to focusing on something?[] 
Linaria raised a brow. 

[What are you saying all of a sudden?[] 


[| had been wondering since just now. This is just for 
reference, for the time when | need to concentrate.[] 


[iSo, why do you want to concentrate?[] 
[Probably to work towards a goal in the future.[] 


Linaria showed a dumbstruck face. She then got what | 
meant, set her mug aside, then put her fingers to her lips 
with an []l see.[f] 


[iGet some proper rest, then get started on what you want 
to do after getting up early.[] 


Rsteoek That’s a little different from what | imagined.[] 
What did you expect?[] 


[What | wanted is, do this and you can focus immediately! 
Something like that.[] 


[I don’t Know anything that convenient. | rely on force of 
habit and endurance.[] 


So there wasn’t any trick to increase your focus 
immediately. | already knew that though. In the end, you 
had to build up your focus by working on it everyday. | 
couldn’t say easily that | would work hard on it. 


[The world is really harsh...[] 
I still don’t really get what you’re thinking.[] 


We talked about inconsequential things like usual. Sunlight 
that made me squint my eyes shone in from the windows. 
The fragrance of Coffee and milk lingered in the air. This 
moment was more important to me than anything else. 


How many times could | still enjoy such a pleasant time? 
Linaria would definitely pass the enrollment test. She would 
then leave this city and go to a place far away. The closer 
she got to her goal of becoming a Healing Mage, the more 
she would show her amazing focus, and forge ahead 
steadily. 


| would watch over this shop, which was a place for her to 
rest. | had no qualms about that. However, it felt a little 
lonely seeing her soar into the distance. 


We didn’t talk anymore, and listened to the streets that 
were slowly getting crowded. 


| brewed a cup of Coffee for myself. Without this, my day 

wouldn’t be starting properly. The Coffee was more bitter 

than | imagined, and seeped into my body after pulling an 
all nighter. 


It was almost time for Linaria to go to school. She would be 
doing self training to warm up before classes, which 
Surprised me. She was proficient in both physical and 
mental abilities. 


| would be closing up after seeing Linaria off. After cleaning 
up, | would catch some sleep before the day was over. 


At this moment, the door was pushed open hard. | looked 
over in the midst of cleaning, and was shocked. 


Ll-Impossible... | don’t believe it...[] 
[What is it? 


Linaria followed my gaze. A small figure was standing there. 
The hunched back and lethargic atmosphere, the child who 
didn’t suit the morning at all, Nortri. 


[There is no way Nortri can get up so early...... Is shea 
fake?[] 


[]That’s too mean.[] 


LINo, Linaria, you are only saying that because you don’t 
know Nortri.{] 


[It’s true that | don’t know her well.{] 


Nortri always came here after skipping classes, so she didn’t 
have many chances of meeting Linaria who had perfect 
attendance. 


Nortri dragged her body that was heavier than usual, and 
made it to the bar stool. She looked up at me, but didn’t say 
anything. After a long silence, she finally said: 


Bless So sleepy.[] 
[It’s really early after all. What’s wrong?[] 


Nortri was wobbling already. She looked at me with her eyes 
almost shut. 


[Too many people... | can’t come...[] 


[You're talking about the full house because of the tourists, 
right? That’s during summer vacation.[] 


Nortri nodded lazily. 
And at night... Mom...[] 


[You want to come at night, but your mother stopped you, 
huh.{] 


leeeene Morning...... Too sleepy...... | worked hard...... So 
tired...... So sleepy...... O 


[So you wanted to come in the morning, but you are too 
sleepy in the morning. You worked hard and came today, 
but you almost missed it because you are too sleepy?[] 


Nortri laid onto the counter and breathed steadily in her 
sleep. | was moved by her sleeping figure. 


Well, you know!?! Nortri actually did it! She wouldn’t want to 
do it if that was possible, and even her thinking was 
lethargic! That Nortri actually got up early and came to my 
shop! Could there be anything more exhilarating than that!? 


ieee She’s asleep.[] 


[Getting up early is a big burden for Nortri, so it can’t be 
helped.[] 


[neste You actually understood what she said.[] 


[I can get the gist of anything Nortri says. She often stop 
mid sentence.|[] 


Linaria looked at me with her face supported by her palm. 


(I think your ability is much more amazing than my 
concentration.[] 


Really? That’s embarrassing.[] 
[It’s a little creepy though.[] 


Linaria’s words stabbed me in the heart. But | recovered 
after looking at Nortri sleeping comfortably under the 
morning sun. 


Chapter 8: The Sound of 
Angels Knocking on the 
Door 


| lived in a different world which had a Labyrinth, 
adventurers, food and sights | had never seen before. 
However, the most important thing to me was my daily 
chores. If | didn’t clean, the floor would get dirty and the 
dirty dishes would pile up. For me, a day with good weather 
was a Cleaning day. 


There were times when | felt in awe about living ina 
charming different world, but quickly realized the things | 
needed to do didn’t change. It didn’t matter where | was, 
after building a habit, things would become a routine. 


| wasn’t especially fazed by the varied appearances of the 
people walking on the streets anymore. Be it the faces of 
animals, or beautiful elves or dwarves, all that were just a 
natural part of the scenery. 


After making short work of the cleaning, | started tidying the 
storeroom. 


For example, cooking ingredients near expiry for my own 
consumption, and purchasing things | was short on. 


For some reason, | wanted to do something different today. 


Like going out shopping and having fun. 


When | thought about it, | realized something horrifying. | 
had never thought about having fun outside, and couldn’t 
imagine how to do that. 


[I don’t have any friends | can hang out with?[] 


| was shocked after saying it out loud. No, | should have 
some. Like Linaria and Aina. There’s also Jir and Giadi. But 
they were having lessons in school right now, but not me. 
Which meant, the timing when we could hang out didn’t 
match. So | couldn’t invite anyone to hang out with ona 
normal weekday. 


| pulled out a chair and sat down, then covered my face with 
both hands. 


How could this be? To think | didn’t even have a single friend 
to hang out with. When my shop was open that day, Gramps 
Goru, Arbel-san and many familiar faces would show up. It 
was a little crowded, but those were happy times. That was 
why I never thought about friends back then. 


What about now? It was still bright outside, and | was just 
sitting here in a daze. | couldn’t stand it, maybe | should 
open up now... But | would get overwhelmed by the tourists 
though... 


| was seriously considering that when the door was knocked. 
It was locked when the shop was closed. The knocking was 
soft, but urgent. 


Wondering what it could be, | unlocked the door, and a 
white figure squeezed in when it was half opened, and then 
closed the door. She then quickly locked it. 


| was shocked because it happened so suddenly, then | 
realized who it was. 


[Why are you panicking so much?] 


Tize’s shoulders were heaving, and her breathing was 
ragged. She looked like she was sprinting just now. She was 
wearing a white gown that exposed her shoulders, the one 
she wore on that rainy day when | first met her. Her pale 
cheeks and shoulders were flushed right now. 


Tize wanted to say something, but couldn’t because of her 
ragged breathing. She rested her hands on her knees. 


[| understand, just calm down first. Have a seat.] 
| ushered her to a seat, but she just shook her head. 


She then took a deep breath and looked up at me. Sweat 
was forming on her forehead, and slid down to her jaw. 


[Someone is chasing you?] 


| asked quickly, and Tize shook her head. Someone chasing 
a young girl dressed like this sounded like a crime. | was 
filled with righteous rage. There was no way | could overlook 
this plea for help. 


Anyway, | reached out my hand to calm Tize down. Tize held 
it timidly, then slowly walked to a chair. 


There was intense rapping on the door. Tize’s shoulders 
trembled with fear, and the blood was drained from her 
face, and looked up at me as if she was frozen. She wasn’t 
asking for help, that was a face of fear and resignation. 


From the way the door was knocked, the other party wasn’t 
fazed at all. Why was Tize’s pursuer so bold, were they so 
sure that someone was in? That was how the knocking 
sounded to me. Worst of all, they knew Tize was here. In 
that case, it was pointless to pretend to be away. 


| smiled at Tize. No matter what happens, a smile was 
calming. And | couldn’t waver in front of a young girl like 
her. 


| brought Tize to the furthest reaches of the storeroom. | 
shoved the things at the corner aside, and let Tize squat 
there. 


[Wait here first, | will handle them. 

(B-But...[] 

[It’s fine, leave it to big brother.[] 

| covered Tize with some goods, then walked to the door. 


The knocking was getting louder, and the door was shaking 
with each knock. A voice behind the door cried [Hurry and 
open up.] | took a deep breath and opened the door with my 
back straight. 


[Jeez, what is it? | already said that | hear you.] 


A man in dark clothes was standing there. He was so tall 
that | had to look up at him, and he had an imposing buff 
body. 


[A girl came here, right? She has a white gown and small 
wings on her back. ] 


[Shouldn’t you introduce yourself first? ] 


| looked up at the man’s face and replied. He looked 
younger than 30. He looked at me and furrowed his brows. 


[Got it. | will start. Nice to meet you, I’m Yu.] 
ore | know she’s here.] 


The man ignored me and repeated. | understood something 
and nodded. 


[Thank you for your visit, but nobody is here. My shop only 
opens late at night.] 


[Then let me in to check. ] 

The man wanted to ignore me and enter the shop. 
What should | do? 

No, | already decided. 

What should | do? 

| had to act first. If that didn’t work, | would yell for help. 


My heart was pounding. My throat was dry, and my 
temperature was rising. That heat made me move, and | 
stretched out my hand to block the man’s path. The man 
stood still, then slowly looked down at me. 


[Can you move your hand? | don’t want to be too rough.[] 


Are you threatening me? This is a membership only shop. 
People without any referrals may not enter.[] 


| said something | made up to cool my head. 


[This is my advise. Hand over the girl. I’m here to pick her 
up.[] 


[il have no reason to believe you, and there is no girl.[] 


The man narrowed his eyes at that. He then raised his 
shoulders and widened his chest, intimidating me like a 
predator. 


lessee So it’s fine for me to barge in by force?[] 


No one could stay calm after a buffed, vicious looking adult 
glared at you. However, if you had met something more 
horrifying, it was possible. 


Compared to the unpredictable Gramps Goru, Corleone- 
san’s sharp eyes and Momon evaluating smiles, this was 
nothing. 


Was the man before me more terrifying? | shook my head. 


The dragon Falluba-san was bigger and more intimidating 
than him. And Linaria was scarier than anything in existence 
when she got mad. 


After thinking about all that, | couldn’t help laughing. | was 
calmer than | imagined. 


Piieaee What’s so funny?[] 
The man was baffled. 


LAs a Café Master, | interacted with all sorts of people. 
There really is a lot of people every day. And | gradually gain 
the insight to see through people.[] 


| said to the man looking down at me with a smile. 


[You ignored my greetings. That’s the proof of you being 
very serious about your goal. You said you’re going to barge 
in, but didn’t do so. You just need to push me. You 
intimidated me with your body, but didn’t clench your fists. 
You just made a show of it, but there wasn’t a hint of 
violence at all. So aside from threats and intimidation, you 
can’t barge in without my permission.[] 


The man grounded his teeth vexingly. 


[You didn’t act rashly, deny anything or make any rebuttal. 
You can’t barge in because you can’t make a scene, right? 
You, no, the one who hired you will be troubled by that. 
That’s why you can’t barge in. You need to take 
responsibility.[] 


Elstcsx | don’t get what you’re saying.[] 


[Tize came here by herself, probably judging that this isa 
safe place. Go back for now, and come again after reporting 
to your employer.[] 


The man clenched his fists. The air turned tense, and | felt a 
chill down my back. But the tension was eased immediately, 
and the man relaxed his fists. 


HYou’ll regret this. Are you really sure?{] 
He looked down at me with cold eyes. 
Was | really sure? 


| wanted to ask myself too. | could tell from his eyes that he 
wasn’t saying this to intimidate me, or out of a grudge. 


But there would be times when a man had to do something 
even if he would regret it later. And protecting the girl hiding 
in my shop was one such time. 


So | exhaled and looked back with a smile. 
Yes, it’s fine. Please go back.[{] 


| then closed the door. The shop was silent again. | locked 
the door, and leaned against it. | looked up at the ceiling 
and sighed in relief. 


| waited like that for a while, and there was no further 
knocking. Looked like | managed to make it through. 


| slid onto the ground with my back on the door. 
Oh... That was scary...[] 


After my field of vision was lowered, | saw a girl in white 
poking her face out of the storeroom. We locked gazes, and 
Tize charged to my side with stumbling steps. Her brows 
were furrowed, and the tears in her eyes were brimming like 
the stars. She timidly put her hands on my right hand with 
that expression. 


Erm... It’s all my fault. I’m, very...]] 


Her words stopped midway, and Tize pursed her lips tightly. 
She closed her eyes as if she was enduring something, and 
the tears flowed out. 


| stretched my left hand out to Tize’s eyes, and wiped her 
tears with my thumb. 


[It’s fine, don’t cry. Well, he will probably be back soon. But 
it will be fine for now.[] 


If possible, | wanted to hide under my blanket, but | couldn’t 
do that now. 


| needed to listen to what the crying girl before me wanted 
to say. Depending on the situation, | might have to flee 
together with her. 


[iTize, can you tell me what’s going on?{] 
Tize thought about it, then nodded. 


She then looked up at me and moved her small lips. Her 
voice reached my ears like a sweet melody. If | had to 
describe it, the tune was like the sound of knocking on the 
door of destiny. 


DActually, I’m a ——Songstress[] 
| couldn’t react immediately. 
Huh? 

Songstress...... Songstress? 

But Tize was just 13...... Ehh? 


| looked at Tize again. Her pure white hair and gown, slender 
limbs and porcelain skin. Only her lips and eyes added a tint 
of colour, giving off a fantasy-like atmosphere to the shop. 


And the small wings on her back, how should | put this... 
[Instead of a Songstress, you look more like an angel.[] 
ie What? 


| didn’t say anything to Tize who had cocked her head, and 
closed my eyes. Things were more troublesome then | 


imagined. No, maybe it would become a big issue. Never 
mind. | felt like trying something new today anyway. That’s 
right, this wasn’t a big deal. 


[Be it a Songstress or an angel, | will take on anything.[] 


| stood up with firm resolve. 


Chapter 9: That Dress 
Doesn’t Suit You At All 


Tize and | sat opposite each other. Both of us had a cup of 
Coffee, which was still steaming since | just brewed it. Tize 
was silent. | took a sip of the strong Coffee, perking myself 


up. 
Well, where do we start? Tize, you are a Songstress, right?[] 
Tize nodded gently. 


A Songstress. That was the talk of the town. | thought she 
would be a mature lady around 40 years old. That was just 
my imagination. | was shocked to find that Tize was that 
very Songstress. 


What did Songstress usually do? And who decides the title? 
Was it just a title? 


| had many things | wanted to ask, but the first thing that 
came to mind was. 


[That gown...... a 


Tize peeked up at me, and blushed. She shirked away to 
avoid my gaze. She must feel uneasy about the low cut 
gown that bared her shoulders. 


[Erm, this is... stage clothes. It’s still being tailored...[] 


[Il see. You escaped in that getup.[] 
Tize nodded. 
[]Did you escape on that rainy day | first met you?[] 


She was wearing a white gown on that day too. The fitting 
was a little different, but it wasn’t suitable for street wear. 
Tize confirmed my suspicion with a nod. 


... I’m very grateful for what you did back then.[] 


HINo, | should be grateful for getting such a nice 
handkerchief. 


| responded. No, that wasn’t what | wanted to talk about. 
The demonstration on social niceties was not important 
right now. 


[May | know why you escaped in the first place? If you are 
comfortable with sharing with me.[] 


| asked while looking at Tize. The reason couldn’t be simple. 
It should be complicated, and wasn’t something she would 
want to tell others. Contradictory to my expectations, Tize 
shook her head and took a deep breath. 


(Well, actually... |, can’t sing. 


Her gaze was wavering. After meeting my eyes, she averted 
her gaze. 


[That’s...[] | said, then stopped to think about the right 
words to say. []What happened?[] 


Tize stammered, as if she was gathering the words that had 
been scattered. 


[In the capital... During the performance where | would 
officially become a Songstress... That was the first time, | 
stood by myself, on the stage. But, | couldn’t make a sound. 
| couldn’t, sing anything. Since then, | became afraid, of 
singing.[] 


When | was walking in the rain, | remember hearing a voice 
in the crowd mentioning that. That the Songstress couldn’t 
sing. So that wasn’t a rumour, but a fact. 


[Do the people around you know that?[] 


Elevate Grandmother, and the few people who takes care of 
me, knows.[] 


The audience on that day all knew she didn’t sing on stage. 
But few knew that Tize still couldn’t sing as of now. 


That was only natural. If not, there wouldn’t be so many 
people, and the tickets wouldn’t be sold out. That showed 
how much they looked forward to it. A Songstress that 
couldn’t sing wouldn’t be made public. That would be 
avoided at all costs. 


| pressed my hand against my temple. | had a ominous 
feeling. And it was getting stronger and closer. 


So that guy from earlier was connected to the Songstress, 
and he must have a powerful backer. And now, | also 
learned that Tize couldn’t sing. So how would those in power 
treat me? | didn’t want to think further, and if possible, | 
wanted to run away. 


| sipped on my Coffee and suppressed my heart that was 
threatening to jump out of my mouth. This was urgent. | set 
aside my worries for now. It wouldn’t help right now anyway. 


[Tize couldn’t sing. But the customers still didn’t know. The 
date of the performance is looming, and the preparations 
are done. You felt helpless, and that’s why you escaped, 
right?[] 


poco I’m very sorry.{] 


[It’s fine, I’m not blaming you, you don’t have to apologize. 
If it was me, | probably would have ran away too.[] 


Instead of all that, | should think of a way to help the 
gloomy Tize before me. 


[Do you know why you can’t sing?[] 


My words made Tize freeze on the spot. She opened her 
mouth a few times with trembling lips, but she couldn’t say 
anything. She then bit her lips and shook her head. 


| suddenly thought of something. 


Maybe Tize didn’t know the reason either. She couldn’t solve 
the problem or tell others either. She couldn’t discuss this 
problem with others. She was all alone, and slowly forced 
into a corner. 


It would be great if | could sooth her unease. If | was a 
magician, | could solve Tize’s problems in a blink of an eye, 
and make her smile. 


But | was a mere mortal, and lacked the speech skills to 
coax Tize to say what she really thought. No matter what | 
asked, Tize’s armour—— her lies, couldn’t be undone easily. 
We weren't close enough, and Tize didn’t have the resolve 
to face her own feelings. Once you averted your eyes, it 
wasn’t easy to face the issue again. 


[What kind of person was Tize’s grandmother?[] 
eee ? Grandmother?{] 


Unable to keep up with the sudden change of topic, Tize 
looked at me with a dumbstruck face. | tilted my head a 
little, and explained slowly. 


Rlseeeee She is very strict. Especially with regards to singing. | 
had never seen grandmother smiling. When my mother was 
still alive, she felt like a gentle person. | wasn’t sure, 
because | was too young.[] 


Tize’s eyes turned dark as she spoke. 


[It can’t be helped. I’m useless. | can’t even sing... 
Compared to me, my mother is...[] 


Her voice grew quiet, and her gaze fell on her Coffee cup. 


Unsure about what to say, | exhaled hollowedly. It didn’t 
matter what | said. | didn’t really Know about Tize, and | had 
never met her grandmother. | was a complete outsider. 


Should | just tell Tize [jl see, | understand, it must be hard.[] 
And just act like | empathize with her? 


Besides, what could | do for Tize? 


| didn’t know anything about singing, and wasn’t a 
psychotherapist. All | could do was brew Coffee. | wasn’t an 
amazing person who could save others through words and 
actions. 


Why did | need to be dragged in so deep? This question kept 
spinning in my head— until a steady knocking pulled my 


attention away. It felt like something was in my grasp, but | 
couldn’t grab anything when | closed my hand. 


| shook my head, and drained the rest of my Coffee. 
[iTize, they are here to pick you up.[] 
lessens W-What should | do? Big brother, what do | do?[] 


Tize turned to me with unease flashing across her eyes. | 
was the only one who was calm, since | knew this was 
coming. 


[It’s alright, there would be a way.[] 


| stood up from my seat, then tidied my clothes and collar. | 
went to unlock the door without any tension nor urgency. | 
was surprised by how calm | was. 


| quietly opened the door. A woman was standing there, with 
two men behind her. 


The woman was in a butler attire. Her collar was uptight 
without any gaps, and even her dark hair tied behind her 
felt tight. She looked down at me with an icy gaze. 


[Ils Tize-sama here?[] 


| nodded, then stepped aside to show her the inside of the 
shop. 


[Claire...... Erm! T-This person is...[] 


Tize’s voice came from inside the shop, along with her 
frantic footsteps. 


| didn’t turn back, keeping my eyes on Claire. After 
confirming that Tize was here, she turned to me again. She 


then said with an even tone: 
[You know who she is?[{] 


[IDo you mean the Songstress? Or the reckless girl who ran 
out in that gown?[] 


[So you are aware.[] 


A faint smile appeared on her lips, which disappeared 
immediately. She then reached into her jacket and pulled 
out a silver stamp with a ribbon. | didn’t know what that 
was, but it was clearly meant to intimidate me. 


[You are under arrest for abducting and confining the 
Songstress. We have the stamp of authority to use magic 
and draw swords, if you resist. Also—[] 


Claire said complicated things while staring right at me. | 
stopped listening midway. This reminded me of the lines the 
cops would say when they arrested people in movies. 


HiSo, stick your hands out.[] 


| followed her instructions. A man behind her stepped 
forward and took out the metal rings hanging on his waist. 
That looked like handcuffs. 


| looked at the man’s face, and saw that he was the one who 
visited the shop earlier. He cuffed my hands and said 
quietly.. 


[I told you, you will regret it.J] 
| shrugged. 


[| got to have a leisure cup of Coffee with Tize, and had a 
good time. Want to join us next time?[] 


He didn’t say anything, and checked that the cuffs were 
locked properly. He then moved to my side and urged me to 
walk. The metal cuffs were large and heavy, making me feel 
like a criminal. No, that was probably the truth. 


[Big brother! 


She wasn’t yelling, but her voice echoed out loud, as if all 
the buildings were reverberating. | turned back and saw 
Claire stopping Tize who wanted to rush to me. Seeing her 
crying face, | smiled at her. 


Hl never told you,[] | said (But you shouldn’t wear that 
gown. It’s too revealing. Demured clothes would suit Tize 
better.[] 


[...... What?Z 


Tize looked at me in a daze. | was satisfied by that reaction, 
and walked forward. This was the first time | was walking 
while held by buffed men on either side. It didn’t feel good. | 
couldn’t move because of the cuffs, and the pedestrians 
were gawking, wondering what happened. The two men 
moved in closer to block their view. | then heard a quiet 
voice. 


[Well said. | feel the same way.[] 


| looked up, and a brown haired man, who had animal ears, 
was smiling at me. 





Chapter 10: The Oldest 
Songstress 


It was easy to imagine where a cuffed person would be 
brought to. It definitely wouldn’t be the playground, or the 
theatre. It should be a room in the police station, prison, or 
something similar. This was the first time | was taken away 
in cuffs, and didn’t know how | would be treated in this 
world. 


| boarded a plain carriage. Whenever we passed through an 
uneven road, the carriage would shake intensely. My 
shoulder would hit the man beside me, then hit the wall on 
the other side. Looking up, | could see two well trained and 
burly men, it was squeezy to share a ride with them. 


The windows were covered by black cloth, so | couldn’t see 
outside. The hanging lamp wasn’t lit either. Sunlight would 
Shine in as the black cloth swayed, and illuminated my 
knees. 


| closed my eyes. 


Claire’s charges of abduction and confinement was 
unjustified. They were obviously picking a bone with me, 
even Tize denied the charges. So | wasn’t worried about 
being charged at all. 


Instead of that, the problem | had to face right now was... 


While | was thinking of that, the carriage slowed down, then 
stopped with a violent shaking. A while later, | heard three 
knocks. The serious man opposite me unhatched the lock 
and opened the door. The light shone in, and | couldn’t help 
narrowing my eyes. 


DAlright, get down.[] 
The brown haired man said casually. 


| raised my cuffed hands to grab the door frame, supporting 
myself as | alighted the carriage slowly. My eyes had gotten 
used to the dim carriage, and couldn’t adjust to the light 
immediately. My vision was white and blurry. | couldn’t tell 
whether this was a playground, theatre, prison or police 
station. 


(cee: That looks tall.[] 
| said softly, and the brown haired man scoffed: 


HYeah, it’s incredibly tall. | will blow all my salary if | stay 
one night here.{] 


The serious man urged me to walk. 


The two of them grabbed me from both sides and we 
started walking again. In front of me was a courtyard anda 
fountain made from white stones. Further in was a building 
erected from white stones. It looked weathered, but there 
wasn’t any trace of black stains anywhere. It had a dream- 
like atmosphere about it. 


Colourful sculptures surrounded the building, art pieces that 
couldn’t be found in normal mansions. The windows were 
spread out evenly, with a few balconies protruding out. This 


four story building had an extraordinary aura, and perfectly 
matches the term ‘hotel’. 


After going through the plaza with the fountain, we slowly 
approached the hotel. There weren’t many people around. | 
could see men in dark clothes spread out sparsely in the 
distance, but they probably weren’t ordinary guests. 


Why was | brought here? | felt really out of place here. 


There was no way | could turn back now, so | climbed up a 
stairwell, and went through a wide open door. 


The wide lobby had an open concept, with curved stairs at 
either sides. The sunlight shone in through the windows, 
and the white-based lobby looked like it was glimmering. 
There were many comfortable couches, but no one was 
there. 


| was urged to take the stairs on the right, then turned right 
at the second story. | walked along the passageway with the 
soft carpet under my shoes. The corridor had rows of doors 
on either side, and was a little dim. Halfway through the 
passageway, the men stopped. The serious man opened the 
door. After leaning in to check, he entered. | followed after 
him. 


It was a big room. There was a large pane of glass right 
before the entrance. High quality glass in this world was 
shockingly expensive, and | couldn’t imagine how much 
money was spent on this room alone. | could see the 
fountain and courtyard | saw earlier. 


A round table made from black wood was placed at the 
centre of the room, and two chairs that looked really fluffy. 
To my right was a coffee table, and a couch big enough for 4 
people. Vibrant flowers decorated the table. 


To my left was a large bed. The pure white sheets didn’t 
have any crease, and four down pillows were placed at the 
corners like artistic pieces. | could clearly see the style of a 
high class hotel. 


The brown haired man ushered me to the chair. | sat down 
carefully, and the fluffiness almost sucked me in. That was 
how soft it was. 


[Please wait a moment, we will attend to you shortly. ] 


After saying that, the brown haired man stood by the wall. 
The serious man surveyed the room, then stood by the door. 


| just sat at the door without doing anything, or chatting to 
the two silent men. So | looked out the window. 


Who would be coming shortly? | could tell from his tone that 
it would be someone with a high standing. 


| wasn’t bold enough to relax in such a situation, even 
sitting in this fluffy chair felt unbearable. Time passed really 
Slowly, as if my body was stuck in glue. How long had | 
stayed like this. Both men stood still without moving a 
muscle, and | couldn’t help feeling nervous about any 
moves | made. 


| finally felt at ease when the door was knocked, as if | 
almost died from holding my breath. The men opened the 
door, and the woman in butler attire at the Café walked in. 
Behind her was a slightly elderly woman with white hair. Her 
back was ramrod straight, showing her long years of self- 
discipline. She wore a green dress without any decorations, 
and had a pair of large white wings behind her. 


The way her dress moved as she walked was eye catching, 
and she seemed used to being the center of attention. Her 


attitude made it clear she had a prominent status. | stood 
up on reflex. 


That woman looked at me with sharp eyes, as if she was 
observing something inside a display cabinet. 


[It seems Tize has been in your care. ] 


That voice made me hold my breath, as if a hand had 
entered through my ears to grip my heart. It was just one 
sentence, but it drew my attention completely. 


| could identify the person before me just with that. 


[| didn’t do much. You must be Tize’s grandmother, the 
other Songstress, correct? ] 


[Yes, you’re right on both accounts.] 

She said disinterestedly as she took a seat. 
[Claire, undo his cuffs.] 

[Yes, Mdm.] 


Claire walked to me and placed her hands on the cuffs. She 
muttered something softly, and the cuffs were opened. 


Was this magic? | didn’t really get it, but my hands were 
freed. Claire walked away without a word. 


[This isn’t the place to detain suspects, and we don’t have 
the authority to search the property of a normal citizen. 
That must have surprised you.[] 


The woman said, her casual voice sounding like the tune of 
a song. 


[Please don’t mind it. | have something to say to you too.[] 


She seemed confident that | wouldn’t reject her. She was 
probably used to other people listening to her demands. | 
had no reason to object, so | sat back down. 


[| Know that Tize had been slipping out at night. And went 
to your shop.[] 


Elesiee. As expected.[] 


| had been bothered by that serious man’s firm tone. So he 
knew it was my shop from the very start. Furthermore, Tize 
was the Songstress, so she would be discovered if she 
slipped out at night, and they would naturally know where 
she went. Tize was careful not to get spotted, but probably 
failed. 


[She seems to enjoying her night tour, and can relax that 
way. Claire, bring that over.[] 


(Yes, Mdm.{] 


Claire-san who was called took out a small pouch. She 
placed it before me. | could hear the quiet sound of metal 
clinking. 


UThis is a gift for taking care of Tize all this while, and 
compensation for arresting you. And also...[] 


HHush money, huh.{] 
[It’s great that you understand so quickly.[] 


| picked up the pouch and opened it. It was filled with gold 
coins, a very large amount of money. | put it aside, then 
leaned forward. 


So, what did you want to talk about?[] 


| finally felt warmth in the woman’s eyes. She raised her 
brow, as if she was reevaluating me. 


[Tell me your name.[] 
Hl’m Yu. What about you?[] 


| asked, and Claire’s eyes turned harsh immediately. She 
was about to speak when the woman raised a hand to stop 
her. 


[lt has been a long time since | last introduce myself. There 
aren’t many people who don’t know my name.[{] The woman 
laughed gently. []l’m Phyllis, Tize’s grandmother, and the 
oldest Songstress.[] 


The oldest Songstress, and the youngest Songstress. | 
remembered Gramps Goru’s description of them. She and 
Tize were the two Songstresses visiting the city, and they 
were grandparent and grandchild. They were a family of 
Songstress. Maybe the title was hereditary. 


[It’s an important matter, but not difficult for you. Forget 
about Tize. That’s all. 


Phyllis-san said. 
se What is this about?[] 


HYou get it, right? Tize’s night tour is over. | have let her be 
all this while, but there is no time left. That girl has to return 
to the shining stage. That’s all. So she won’t meet you 
again.[] 


She looked straight at me. Her eyes were calm, without any 
emotions. 


[Please forget everything about Tize, and don’t speak about 
it to anyone. And we won’t do anything to you. However, if 
you spill Tize’s problem.[] 


Her words were like an icy melody. Like a barren plain where 
not a single blade of grass could grow, a stormy world 
without a shred of warmth. 


[lt won’t end with just an arrest next time. You won’t come 
to a house like this, but an icy cold prison.[] 


| gasped. | knew that Phyllis-san wasn’t kidding, she was 
telling the truth. 


e2ee. What about Tize? She can’t sing, right?[] 
| squeezed out with a trembling voice. 
Phyllis-san stared at me, and moved her lips. 


[That is none of your business. If she can’t sing, | just need 
to make her sing. That’s what | will do. A Songstress doesn’t 
sing because she wants to. Her voice and her song doesn’t 
belong to her. She has to sing because others expect her 
to. 


This must be their unique perspective. Songstress was an 
existence that wasn’t free and subjected to harsh demands. 
| had no idea about that. 


However, she definitely didn’t understand why Tize couldn’t 
sing. That was the only thing | was sure of. 


[What do you plan to do? Can you solve the issue by 
confining Tize?[] 


DAre you trying to be Tize’s guardian?[] 
Her icy gaze threatened to pierce my heart. 


[Tize has her circumstances, but you are an outsider. 
Regrettably, you have no right to interfere.[] 


Phyllis-san stood up after saying that, declaring that the 
conversation was over. 


[You have no value to us. No one would accept the words of 
someone without value. If no one accepts you, then your 
song and you are as good as being non-existent. That is how 
it is in this world.[] 


Phyllis-san then left without sparing me another glance. 
Only the silence, a pouch of money and the dumbstruck me 
were left behind. A beautiful courtyard was before me. The 
Sky was adorned by a red light, and the sunlight cast a 
Shadow on the clouds. It was almost evening. 


Allow me to send you back.[] 


Claire said. | couldn’t even nod, and just sat there quietly. 


Chapter 11: One 
Matchstick 


Oh, at times like this, | should drink my sorrows away. | had 
always been puzzled by why adults drink alcohol. My 
grandfather let me try some Toso during new year, and | 
didn’t find it nice or bad, and just taste weird. Back then, | 
felt weird that people were enjoying that beverage. 


<TL: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Toso> 


And now, | realized some of them treated this like a hobby. 
There was a charm that | didn’t understand. At the same 
time, | realized some people weren't in it for the taste, but 
to get drunk. As the alcohol flowed down their throats, their 
troubles would fade away, and they could sleep soundly. If 
my shop served alcohol, | would definitely be drinking some 
right now. Oh right, | had alcohol meant for cooking. Maybe 
that would work. 


| thought about such trivial matters as | sat at the counter. | 
wouldn’t drink it anyway, so | thought that was really stupid 
of me. 


There was a pouch of gold coins before me. | forgot to take 
it with me, but when | came back, Claire-san handed it to 
me. | didn’t have the strength to turn her down. 


Even though | heard a strange sound from the storeroom, | 
didn’t care. If it was a thief, they could do what they want. | 


just happen to have so many gold coins, so | could just give 
them all to him. 


[So you are in here after all.[] 


| raised my head after hearing a familiar voice. Granny 
Bonnie walked out from the dark storeroom. 


[The front entrance was locked, so | came in from the 
backdoor.[] 


She said as she walked around the counter and sat down 
beside me. 


ae | remember that the backdoor is locked too.[] 


[That’s not a lock, it’s just a decoration. | opened it in 5 
seconds.[] 


[There is meaning to locking a door. It means don’t come 
in.[] 

[Then put up a notice properly next time.[] 

Granny Bonnie took out her pipe and stuff in tobacco. | 


could hear a match being struck, and a small light lit up the 
dark world. 


[Let there be light. 


After lighting the tobacco, Granny Bonnie enjoyed her first 
puff. Just like alcohol, smoking was something | didn’t 
understand. But after seeing how Granny Bonnie acted, 
maybe | just haven’t tried it yet, and smoking was really 
enjoyable. 


(Are you sure?|] 


When | reach out to her, Granny Bonnie looked at me with 
one brow raised. She then quietly handed me the pipe. 


With the pipe in my mouth, | mimicked Granny Bonnie and 
took a puff. Midway through, my tongue was burnt by the 
hot smoke. My body started resisting the intake of a foreign 
substance, and | started coughing. | bent over and kept 
coughing. My throat, tongue and lungs all felt really terrible. 


Granny Bonnie laughed. She had taken back the pipe 
without me realizing. 


[It’s still too early for you, kid.[] 
[lesa That was a terrible experience.[] 


How could she enjoy sucking on this? | couldn’t understand. 
| could feel the blood vessels in my brain expanding, and my 
head started to thump. 


Granny Bonnie sucked on the pipe as if she was showing it 
to me intentionally. The red hot tobacco started to glow, 
which dyed the smoke she exhaled too. 


[lt seems that girl had been taken back.[] 
Granny Bonnie suddenly said. 
[]... How do you know?[] 


[Indecent people are sensitive to news. Lots of people saw 
you being taken away, so news will naturally spread. The 
others will drop by later too.[] 


| lowered my head. | didn’t feel like meeting other people 
right now. | couldn’t even force out a smile right now. 


Well, just think of it as the Songstress’ break time being 
over.|] 


[You already knew that Tize is a Songstress?[] 
Granny Bonnie shrugged. 


Did she knew from the start? Speaking of which, Granny 
Bonnie did seem to know about Tize’s circumstances. 


[Tize said she is useless. Do you Know what she means?[] 


Granny Bonnie puffed out smoke, then glanced at me 
sideways. 


[You remember that girl’s wings?[] 
LYes, they are small and cute, right?{] 
Granny Bonnie smiled at my answer. 


[lf everyone in the world is like you, maybe there would be 
world peace.[] 


[You are trying to say that I’m a peaceful idiot without any 
worries?{] 


Anyway, she meant that literally. Her wings were a symbol 
of uselessness.[] 


The smoke she puffed out obscured my view. 


She is from the Bird Tribe. At her age, her wings would 
normally be bigger, and she could fly in the sky. For the 
women of the Bird Tribe, their wings and voice are the most 
important parts of them. Appearance and personality are 
secondary. If they can’t even fly with their wings, they will 
be treated like a bum in human society.[] 


| never knew that Tize’s wings had such a meaning behind 
them. | didn’t Know about that set of values either. 


Normally, such a child will be abandoned right after birth.[] 
What? 
| asked reflexibly when | heard that fact. 


Ulf they couldn’t fly properly, they wouldn’t live long 
anyway. That was their custom in the past. In modern times, 
Bird Tribe with immature wings can only live while being 
discriminated against. So there are people who chose to kill 
their child for the child’s sake.[] 


(Then, Tize...[] 


[That was how it normally is. However, that child is born to 
a long line of Songstress. Even if her wings aren’t mature, 
there is a possibility that her voice will be beautiful. So she 
lived. Her wings aren’t good, but it will be fine if she can 


sing.[] 
Oh, | see. 


| finally understood what Phyllis-san meant. In the end, an 
outsider who didn’t know anything had no rights to butt in. 


She didn’t have the wings everyone else had, and she could 
only look up at the sky where everyone else was Soaring in. 
Her existence could only be acknowledged through her 
voice, but she had lost that too. 


If she failed on stage again and lose her voice, her value for 
existing would be gone. Just how horrifying would that be? 


Those thoughts would flash across her mind at night when 
she stared at the ceiling. How could she fall asleep then? 
How could she endure such depressing thoughts in her 
room? 


That was why Tize came to my place every night. 


To escape from the fear, and forget about her loneliness. To 
endure the looming footsteps of the day when her reason 
for existence would vanish. 


[To that child, staying in this shop must be really 
comfortable. All the Indecents have their own worries, we 
might be from different races, but we are like comrades.[] 


| suddenly remembered Tize’s smiling face. 
—— | want to join the Indecents too. 
Tize probably found a place she belonged to. 


Not as a Bird Tribe, nor a Songstress, but as Tize. There 
weren't any burdens to bear, and was a place for a normal 
girl to rest in. 


My shop had become such a place for her. 


| gritted my teeth hard, as if | was trying to break my teeth. | 
barely managed to stop my lips from twitching, suppressing 
my emotions and even abating my breathing. 


Tize asked me for help. She didn’t say it out loud, and even 
concealed it with a smile. She fled here, believing this place 
could harbour her. But | didn’t realize that. | didn’t 
understand Tize’s feelings at all. | thought she was just from 
a rich family, seeking out thrills. That was all | thought. 


| looked at the ceiling, then closed my eyes tightly. 
| kept wondering why. 


Why did | misunderstand something so important. There 
were more important things | should have told her, and 
things | should have done for her. 


All that was beyond my reach now. 

[What a disaster.[] 

My voice was trembling. 

[I couldn’t live up to my title of Café Master.[] 


| wanted to use this place to provide people with a brief 
respite. However, | let Tize go before she had recovered 
enough to take flight. 


It couldn’t be helped since there were circumstances | didn’t 
know about. A voice inside me argued. However, | wasn’t 
mature enough to accept this result. These vexed feelings 
couldn’t be soothed by alcohol and tobacco. 


| grabbed the pouched before me, feeling the hard texture 
of this breakup fee. The money that cut me off from Tize’s 
life. And | accepted it. 


[jThat’s life too, kid.[] 


Granny Bonnie put her hand on my head, and ruffled my 
hair. 


[The bitterness that couldn’t be compared to Coffee would 
happen to you some times. You still had to force yourself to 
swallow the bitter pill and let yourself mature.[] 


Her words and warning were deep. And it was true. 


| would get used to this bitter feeling one day. A few months 
later, and it would just be a memory buried deep within my 
heart. That was how people were. After all, my strong 
feelings of homesickness was now as small as the fire ona 
matchstick. 


Homesickness. 


Back then, a melody flashed across my mind. Something 
that ties me, Tize and Phyllis-san together. Even now, it still 
ties us together. 


[eden She told me that | was just an outsider.[] 


| looked right at Granny Bonnie. Granny Bonnie looked at 
me in surprise, with her hand still on my head. 


However, I’m not an outsider. There is a litthe— probably, 
just a little thing that connect me with her. Maybe just 
something as long as a matchstick.[] 


It might just be my delusion. Maybe | was just overthinking 
things to escape from my pain and regrets. | wasn’t mature 
enough to just swallow all that quietly. 


[I’m a Café Master. And a part of the Indecent Alliance. So, 
Lah 


| couldn’t say anything more. | hadn’t thought about what | 
wanted to do, or how to do it. | just wanted to do something. 
| still had things | wanted to convey to Tize. 


Granny Bonnie looked at me, who couldn’t say anything, 
and narrowed her eyes. 


(jl see.[] 


That’s all Granny Bonnie said before she took out her 
matchbox. She took out a matchstick, and gave it to me. 


[Even one small matchstick can cause a strong explosion. If 
you have the will to ignite it, kid.]] 


Chapter 12: Princess of 
Indecency and Marriage 
Engagement 


[Tize-chan is a Songstress? | already knew that.[] 
Celine-san said. 

Sigh, you didn’t know, Shopkeep?[] 

Pleek-san said. 


Like Granny Bonnie said, the Indecents who heard the news 
all gathered in my shop. Other regulars also came, and the 
shop became quite crowded. After making it through the 
waves of orders, | faced a few patrons sitting opposite me at 
the counter. They were all talking about me being taken 
away, and what Phyllis-san said. 


[Tize-chan... I’m worried about her. She must be lonely.[] 


Celine-san said. Speaking of which, Celine-san looked lonely 
as she stared at her hands that didn’t have anyone to hug. 


Well, it’s the right of the guardian to take her away. But 
telling you to take the money and forget about her is too 
much. Tize is my daughter too![] 


[When did that happen?[] 


Granny Bonnie was surprised when she heard what Pleek- 
san said. 


To accommodate the visit from Pleek-san’s mother, Pleek- 
san asked Tize and Celine-san to pretend to be his family. 
We had fun discussing this back then. 


[But what’s your plan? It’s not easy to meet with the 
Songstress.[] 


[That’s right... It will be a different matter if they invite us. 
But it will be very difficult if the other party doesn’t want to 
meet us.[] 


| nodded at what Pleek-san and Celine-san said. 
[You're right, I’m thinking the same thing.[] 
HShopkeep, you got any ideas?[] 

Pleek-san said with one hand supporting his cheek. 
LINo, | got nothing.[] 

| answered with a smile. 


Pleek-san’s face slipped off his hand. He was great at doing 
reactions. 


[What do you mean by nothing. Hey, how can we proceed 
without a plan?{] 


We will be thinking up the plan now. First, will everyone 
help me?{] 


| observed the faces of the people seated before me. 


Ll’m not sure what we should do yet. There is no plan. But 
I’m determined to help Tize. So first, | need to speak with 
Tize face to face. That’s the goal. Those who wants to join in 
this plan, please raise your hand![] 


| raised my hand after that. 


Okay, leave the documents forgery to me! I’m already 
getting investigated., might as well go all in![] 


With that, Celine-san raised her hand. 


Well, | can’t do something like forging documents... I’m just 
a janitor who used to dream of being a chef. Well, if it's for 
my daughter, I'd even defeat a demon lord.[] 


Pleek-san raised his hand with a wry smile. 
We then looked towards Granny Bonnie 


Elencest What. | get it, | get it. That girl is my disciple, so she 
should tell me before going back, right?[] 


Granny Bonnie then raised her hand, and the participants 
were all here. Although we didn’t know what to do—— When 
| was thinking that... 


HYes, | will be right there.[] 


| said when one of the customers at the tables raised his 
hand. 


| came out from behind the counter, and then saw another 
hand was raised. And another, and another. | stood stiffly in 
place as the hands kept raising up. 


In the end, everyone in the shop raised their hands. 


LiHey Shopkeep, you are doing this for Tize-chan, right? 
Count me in.{] 


The adventurer whose face was covered in scars, Ulut-san. 


[Hey Ulut, can you don’t address her so casually? It’s Tize- 
san to you. Shopkeep, I’m in too.[] 


A long haired man looked my way with his thin slender eyes. 
And me.{]Me too. [] Their voices echoed out. 

Ll can’t let such a nice kid cry by herself.]] 

[Well said, she is the Princess of our Indecent Alliance.{] 
Right. There’s nothing the Indecent Alliance can’t do.[] 
Although we are just indecent bums.[] 

[Leave the sneaky stuff to me.[] 

[But | still can’t forgive your casual address of Tize-san.[] 

[il saw Tize-san smile at me before.[] 


Before | knew it, everyone was talking about Tize. Tize used 
to visit daily. She was too prominent, so all the regulars 
talked to her before, and they gradually grew closer. They 
all knew she was a Songstress, but never mentioned it 
before. 


[Those Indecent bastards,[] Granny Bonnie said with a grin. 
Everyone loves that girl. And the people here are a nosy 
bunch.{] 


It felt like something was stuck in my chest, and | couldn’t 
say anything. 


| wished Tize could see this. | wanted to bring Tize back so 
that she could see this place. 


Everyone stood up and shifted the tables. We all satina 
circle. 


[jLet’s start the war conference.[] 
[This reminds me of a Labyrinth raid.[] 


[Let’s give this plan a name. Like [JTize-san Liberation Plan] 
or something.[] 


[That’s lame, rejected.[] 

[Whose the chair?{] 

LINo no, isn’t that already decided?[] 
[Ilsn’t it obvious?[] 

Everyone looked at me. 


See, Shopkeep? You’re the leader. We will follow your 
lead.{] 


That gave me immense pressure. | had never spoken to so 
many people before. And | wasn’t cut out to be a leader. 


| stopped all these thoughts as | prepared to speak. 


What’s the use of saying something so depressing? 
Everyone was standing up for Tize, and came to help me out 
on my whim. And Tize was carrying a burden that was 
incomparable to mine. 


So | couldn’t say something so depressing. 


| straightened my back and took a deep breath. | opened my 
eyes and realized everyone in the shop was looking at me. 


| looked at everyone in the shop. There were all kinds of 
people here. They had all sorts of hair colour, skin colour, 
looks and races. They were all taking action for Tize’s sake. 


| made my speech. 


[Everyone, I’m very grateful that all of you can participate 
in this sudden discussion. We have only one goal. And that 
is to help Tize. It’s not clear how we will do that, but one 
thing is for certain. Tize is fighting by herself right now. As 
members of the Indecent Alliance, we have the obligation to 
help her. As for the reason, it’s because Tize is our 
important comrade. So everyone, let’s work together on 
this.{] 


Applause and whistles rang out in the shop. Carried by the 
atmosphere, | laughed out loud. My ship was stupidly small, 
but everyone willingly boarded it. All these adults started 
laughing like teenagers. 


It was late at night. Most people were asleep. But the fire 
was still on in this shop. The small flame on a matchstick 
had turned into a large fire because of the Indecents around 
it. | prayed quietly that it would become an inferno that 
would change the world. 


[In the end, you couldn’t finalize a plan?] 
Linaria said exasperatedly, and | nodded quietly. 


[There is wisdom in a crowd, but that didn’t happen this 
time. No matter how many people we have, we can’t do the 


impossible. ] 


We held our war conference the entire night, but couldn’t 
settle on a plan. There were many proposals given liberally, 
but they were all difficult to execute. 


[What are some examples.[] 


[Suggestions like everyone infiltrating late at night with 
masks on.[] 


[That’s a night raid.[] 
[It’s no joke if we get arrested, so it got vetoed.[] 
Linaria looked at me with half closed eyes. 


[iSee, that’s a group others consider indecent, so your 
thinking is trending towards indecency too.[] 


| wanted to refute, but Linaria just shook her head 
wordlessly. 


eee What else?[] 

[They are all plans to infiltrate the hotel Tize is staying in.[] 
First of all, an infiltration is already a problem.[] 

(Well, haha.{] 

[]Don’t try to laugh it off. 


As expected of the model student Linaria. She was strict in 
her criticism with common sense. 


[But there are no other ways to get in contact with Tize. | 
heard the dignitaries are holding a party, so it will be good if 


we can know when they will go out. But such information 
aren’t made public.]] 


The Indecent Alliance intel network was hard at work, and 
found Tize's hotel in no time. Based on the intel provided by 
Pleek-san who worked at the theatre, they had a lively 
conversation on how to infiltrate the theatre. We even know 
that Tize will be attending a party with dignitaries as a 
Songstress. But the problem is, the venue and timing are 
strictly confidential. 


[What do you plan to do if you find out? It’s not as simple as 
just infiltrating in.[] 


Her question was the core of the issue. 


Even if we infiltrated and met Tize, what would | do next? 
What was the purpose? 


[]... To be honest, I’m not sure either. | just have a feeling 
swirling inside me. It’s foggy and blurry, like the world 
before dawn. I’m not certain what lies ahead. But for some 
reason, | felt that | needed to do this. 


Linaria raised her brows, and then smiled awkwardly. 


[You are really nosy. Seems like you picked up another 
abandoned kitten.[] 


[I think that description isn’t accurate.[] 


That was something | mentioned to Linaria in the past. | 
didn’t help an abandoned kitten when | was little, and 
always hated myself for that. 


[lt feels somewhat similar. But it’s a little different this 
time.[] 


The complicated feelings in my heart were a different 
colour. That was just my subjective view though. 


LNo matter what, this is just my willfulness. | just want to 
meet and chat with Tize again. There is also something | 
wanted to confirm.[] 


Something you want to confirm?{] 


[This is just my speculation, but there is still a possibility. 
For both Tize and her grandmother.[] 


Maybe the thing driving me was my wish to verify the truth. 


First, | need to meet Tize and talk to her. Things will then 
start there. Although this is a predicament | can’t solve.[] 


Linaria supported her cheek with her palm and grunted. 
[]So, you want to come to the academy?[] 


She caressed the edge of the Café au lait cup and said 
coldly. 


[The academy? But why?[] 


[The academy will be hosting the Songstress for a party 
tomorrow night. The relatives of the students will also 
attend. Maybe Tize will be there too?[] 


Really? 


| leaned forward. This was the first time | heard about this. | 
see, the Arialu Academy’s student body consists mainly of 
nobles and wealthy merchants. Their parents would 
definitely want to meet the Songstress, and hopefully speak 
with them. This party was probably held with that purpose 
in mind. 


[That is a good chance... But aren’t outsiders prohibited 
from entering?[] 


| entered the academy once in the past. | wore butler’s 
clothes, and pretended to be Aina’s servant. However, this 
was a party with many nobles, would that work this time? 


Linaria pressed her hand on her temple for some reason, 
and started nursing them. She was furrowing her brows 
deeply. | wondered whether she was upset, but her cheeks 
were flushed. 


[| wasn’t planning to go, but | received an invitation.[] 
[To that party for nobles?{] 


Hl’m attending as part of the academy. Since I’m the top of 
the school years.[] 


A representative as the top performer, huh. Linaria’s 
presence would make the party. 


Ll see. You want me to accompany you by pretending to be 
your butler.[] 


| understood right away and nodded, but Linaria shook her 
head. 


[It’s a pity, but servants aren’t allowed, unless you have 
very high status.[] 


FISIGAisac | can’t go in then.[] 
| felt depressed about that, but Linaria shook her head. 
(JHowever.[] 


[JHowever?|] 


| looked at Linaria, asking with my eyes if there was any 
other way. However, she lowered her head when she saw 
my face, and her lips squirmed as she searched for the 
words. 


She obviously had something she couldn’t say easily. The 
tips of Linaria’s ears that could barely be seen through her 
vermillion hair were bright red. | was baffled by this sight. 
What was she trying to say? 


It wasn’t proper to rush her, so | waited quietly. The noise 
from the morning crowd outside the shop was getting 
louder. Pushed by the sound of vendors selling their wares, 
Linaria looked up and glared at me with sharp eyes. Her 
face was completely flushed. 


[I don’t want you to misunderstand.[] 
(Erm, yes.[{] 


[The guests are permitted to be escorted by a family 
member. For example, parent and child, husband and wife, 
and also... your fiance.[] 


[]Oh, | see.f] 


Oh, so that was it. | answered right away, then turned stiff 
with a smile on my face. 


Huh, that meant | had to pretend to be her family or fiance 
to go in. Pretending to be family was too forced. Our hair 
colour and face looked too different. The only option was to 
be her fiance. 


[That’s why | told you not to misunderstand. | want you to 
know that you need a reason like that if you want to go.[] 


[That’s right! It’s just acting, so it can’t be helped?[] 


[iCan’t be helped? Does pretending to be my fiance make 
you that upset! ?/] 


[I didn’t say that! It’s a great honour![] 
[Don’t say something so embarrassing![] 


After getting worked up for no reason, we averted our 
gazes. Looking at each other and speaking was too difficult 
for both of us. It felt more embarrassing for some reason. 
Ever since Linaria stayed over and we worked together, | 
became more conscious of her. 


[]... Can someone just claim to be a fiance?[] 


| said while facing the door and sneaking sideway glances at 
Linaria. 


Linaria was facing the other way, and only looked at me 
with her eyes. When our eyes met, we withdrew our gazes 
again. 


[We can just claim that ourselves for a normal party. 
However, we might be asked to show a letter of 
engagement and an emblem of engagement.[] 


[The letter of engagement is an official document, right? 
What is the emblem?[{] 


[It’s a symbol drawn on the back of the hand with magic. It 
can be used as a proof of matrimony before the official 
ceremony,.[] 


HHmm, something like a provisional license, huh.[] 


[What should we do? It would be a problem if they asked us 
to show these proofs.[] 


| glanced sideways at Linaria, and she also looked at me. 
How should | interpret her gaze? Should | ask her to make a 
real engagement with me? Was going along with a wedding 
engagement like this really fine? No, that would be troubling 
for Linaria. But like Linaria said, without any proof, | might 
be denied entry. | needed a countermeasure for that. 
However, that meant Linaria and | would need to be 
engaged. But an engagement at our age... Wait? 


(I— | have an idea.[] 


Linaria turned my way when she heard me say that softly. | 
looked back with a smile. 


[| happen to know a great ghost writer.[] 


Chapter 13: Just a Little 
Sneaky Idea 


Linaria went to school, so | closed the shop. | wouldn’t be 
running the shop as usual at night though, since | would be 
providing free food and drinks for the Indecent Alliance. 


| had gotten used to it, so | cleaned the shop as always, and 
flipped the sign at the door. | could finally relax, and sat 
down on a Chair by the side. 


According to what Linaria told me, | found a new possibility 
to meet Tize. Tomorrow evening would be the decisive 
timing. | would speak with Tize at that time, and then what? 


Would | really get to speak with Tize? 


Phyllis-san and the guards all knew my face. If they saw me 
at the party, they might chase me out. 


After conversing with Tize, | needed to talk with Phyllis-san 
too. That was the most difficult part, since she said an 
outsider like me shouldn’t interfere. 


| wanted to tell her that | wasn’t an outsider— And if she 
didn’t think | had any worth, she would ignore what | say. 


An effective method... Did | have any such method? 


| couldn’t help but smile. When people ran into a problem 
they couldn’t overcome, they couldn’t help but smile. 


Speaking of which, what did | need to do to let others 
acknowledge me? | didn’t know my own worth in the first 
place. 


But | could only move forward. Panicking wouldn’t help me 
think of a good idea. | could only consolidate the information 
| Know for now, then think of a way after going through 
them. 


First of all, | needed to ask Celine-san to forge a letter of 
engagement. | will then infiltrate Linaria’s school party with 
this, and speak with Tize. 


The next step... The door was knocked urgently at this 
point. 


The shop was clearly closed, who was it? | opened the door, 
and before | could see who it was, that person came in. It 
was Celine-san with sweat on her forehead and her 
shoulders heaving. 


What's wrong?[] 


It was clear at a glance that something was wrong. Celine- 
San sat down to catch her breath, adjusted her glasses, then 
looked up at me. 


[I-Il think the people from the bureau found me.[] 


[That person looking for Celine-san because of the forged 
documents... ?[] 


HYes, that person.[] 


[Ilsn’t that bad!?f] 


| said in a panic. Even at a time like this, Celine-san smiled 
and said: [JHow troubling.{] | was more anxious than her. 


[People wearing bureaucractic attire came to my house with 
my forged documents. They asked me if this is my 
handwriting.[] 


They were definitely looking for Celine-san. 
[il escaped from the backdoor in a hurry, and came here.[] 
Celine-san finally caught her breath. | nodded firmly. 


[jGot it. Please hide here for now. Use this time to think of a 
solution.[] 


[IN-No need.{] 
Celine-san put her index fingers before my lips to stop me. 


[Thank you very much, Shopkeep-san. I’m fine with this. 
This is a mistake | made, so it can’t be helped if | get found 
out. | will turn myself in later.J 


Celine-san showed no hint of fear or regret, and said that 
with a smile. | couldn’t say anything after seeing her like 
that. 


[JHowever...[] 
Celine-san continued. 


Llf | got caught, then | won’t be able to help you. Shopkeep- 
san, what can | do to help Tize-chan? | just want to confirm 
that with you.[] 


| couldn’t hold back my sigh. She was a really good person. 


She was almost caught, made her way here desperately, 
just to ask what she could do for Tize. 


| was almost moved to tears by her selfless actions. 


Sorry, | can’t think of any good ideas. But | still want to 
help Tize-chan. That child always seem so lonely, as if she is 
living in another world.[] 


Her words punched me in the guts. 


[I think Tize-chan has something she can’t discuss with 
others. No one understands, and she can’t talk to anyone, 
so there isn’t any way to resolve it. | think that is very, very 
lonely. So, shopkeep-san.[] 


Celine-san held my hands and looked right into my eyes. 
There was a fire burning in them, and it spread into my 
body. 


[Pease go to her. Tell her that she is not alone.[] 


Her words could definitely move the heart of a loner deeply. 
Did Celine-san know about that? 


Hmm, | couldn’t help smiling at the thought. 

Why didn’t | realize something so simple. It was so obvious. 
| held Celine-san’s hands too. 

[lYes, leave it to me.[] 


What | needed to do became clear in my heart. It was a very 
simple matter. 


Meet with Tize, and tell her she wasn’t alone. That was all. 


[]Celine-san, can you forge a letter of engagement?[] 


My suggestion shouldn’t sound too strange. But Celine-san 
was all smiles when she heard that, and cocked her head. 


[That’s no problem, but do you just want a forgery? Why not 
use the chance to get married for real?[] 


Psseee | will pass on that.[] 
That made Celine-san smile again. 
Hmm, it’s a rush job, but it suits you well.[] 


Momon took a step back to check my appearance, and 
nodded. 


[ls that so? | feel really uncomfortable wearing this.[] 


| dug at my neck with my fingers. The shirt collar was 
buttoned up tightly, and secured with a bow tie. This was 
different from a school uniform or a butler’s attire, but 
formal attire for a dinner party. 


[]That’s how formal wear is. You’ll get used to it.[] 


HiSorry for the sudden requests. It should be a busy period 
for you right now.[] 


Momon-san laughed with a shake of his belly. 


Yes, it’s really busy. Companies dispatching maids to serve 
customers are really popular right now, and | often end up 
shorthanded. So | have to personally bring the clothes and 
manpower to you.[] 


Momon spread his arms to gesture at it all. The people 
around him were bustling around. The Indecent Alliance 
were mixed with the employees brought by Momon, and this 
shop was operated like a fancy restaurant for just one night. 
The tables were repositioned to maximize seating, and the 
chefs helped with the preparations. 


[But is it fine to provide all these for free?] 


Not just the manpower, Momon also made the minute 
arrangements like the food and decor. It probably cost a lot 
of money. But Momon shook his head. 


[IThat’s my line. Yu-san, the idea you gave us made a lot of 
money for my company. We should be the one paying you.[] 


Ll see, | will accept your gracious offer then.[] 


| bowed at Momon. The clothes were probably too 
suffocating, which influenced my demeanour too. 


[But for you to attend the Welcome Song Party, Yu-san. You 
are really incredible.{] 


[Welcome Song Party?{] 


[It’s a party hosted by the academy. Only a select few 
nobles and big merchants are invited. | didn’t get an 
invitation.[] 


[]... | just happen to know someone who can hook me up.[] 


This was more incredible than | imagined. | felt sweat 
flowing down my back. | gently touched my chest, on top of 
my pocket. Inside was the forged letter of engagement 
Celine-san made for me yesterday. 


Was it fine to infiltrate a place with so many amazing 
people? This might be bad. 


Hey, shopkeep.[] 


It was Pleek-san who was dressed in a white attire of a chef. 
He walked out from the kitchen, and scratched his head with 
an irate face. 


[lt might be strange for me to say this, but is it really fine to 
be doing this? Everyone is still worried about the little girl.J] 


| shook my head. 


[It’s fine, or rather, this is important too. Pleek-san, just 
continue being a chef and put your mother at ease. As for 
the customers... They don’t really look like nobles.{] 


All the customers here were from the Indecent Alliance—— 
the shop’s regulars. Pleek-san mentioned in his letter that 
nobles would visit too, | could only hope his mother wouldn't 
notice. 


Pleek-san smiled wryly. 


[This is good enough. |’m really grateful that you’re going 
along with my lie... Although I’m missing my wife and 
daughter.[] 


Celine-san was supposed to act as Pleek-san’s wife, but she 
left after giving me the forged letter of engagement. She 
had probably given herself in already. 


And Tize, who was cast as his daughter, was being confined 
as a Songstress. 


OI will try to bring back your daughter.[] 


| declared and Pleek-san bumped his fist against my chest. 
Hl’m counting on you, Shopkeep.[] 
Momon watched our interaction and then stroked his jaw. 


Oh, you thought of a new sneaky idea? Corleone-san 
evaluated Yu as someone who is interesting to watch, and 
I’m slowly getting what he means.[] 


[| have no plans on doing that. But if possible, you can have 
your dinner here. It will probably give you an interesting 
story to share.[] 


After | said that, Momon-san smiled with squinted eyes. 


UI will do just that then. Should | invite Corleone-san here 
too?[] 


Momon-san said as he exited the shop with his tummy 
wobbling. Was he planning to invite Corleone-san over? 


[That guy is the Monte Company’s owner, right?[] 

| nodded at Pleek-san’s question. 

[And Corleone is the one who controls the back streets.[] 
| nodded again. 


Pleek-san turned still, then he hugged his body with his 
shoulders trembling. 


Oh no, I’m going to pee myself. 


[iWhatever, just work hard on your cooking.[] 


[Can | still hold a kitchen knife properly...? It had been 
years.[] 


He looked out the window with a melancholic face. My gaze 
was drawn over too. Rows of buildings could be seen 
opposite the road, and the clouds had a tint of orange as 
they blocked the sun. Above the clouds was the dark blue 
sky. Night was falling. 


Both Pleek-san and | were going to challenge tonight with 
lies on our backs. The results would be clear at the break of 
dawn, whether it ends with failure or success. 


| reached into my pocket and took out a matchstick. That 
was the lone matchstick Granny Bonnie gave me. 


| looked at Pleek-san. Pleek-san sensed my gaze and looked 
back. 


DAlright, let’s give it our best.]] 
LYeah. Let’s go all out.[] 


We nodded, and | walked towards the entrance. | left the 
shop to Pleek-san, while | walked towards the world outside. 


| would be going towards a strange party for nobles in 
formal wear. | wonder how | would react if | told that to the 
me from the past. | wouldn’t have believed myself. 


| straightened my back and pushed the door open. 


Chapter 14: That Song WIIl 
Be the Kindling 


There were long lines of carriage in front of the academy. 
They were all large carriages, flaunting the wealth of their 
passengers. It was night, but the academy was lit brightly 
by torches, illuminating every corner of the campus. 


The carriage stopped before me, and an attendant opened 
the door. A man alighted and stood there. He gently tidied 
his greying hair, and surveyed the surroundings with sharp 
eyes. He had a dignity that made the people around him 
step backwards. | locked my gaze with this man for an 
instant before looking away. 


He must be a noble. My stomach started to churn at the 
thought of infiltrating into a place where so many people 
like him were gathered. 


After arriving at the entrance of the Academy, | waited by 
the side. This was the spot where | would meet up with 
Linaria. The guards at the entrance would check the 
invitation letter from the guests, so | couldn’t enter alone. 


The people passing by were all in formal wear or elegant 
gowns. 


When they saw me standing by the side, they would whisper 
something quietly. | also knew that | was out of place here, 
since | didn’t look like a noble or a kid from a wealthy family. 


Did | really need to go in? 


| felt uneasy. No matter how you diced it, | didn’t suit this 
place. | might be refused entry even if | wore formal wear. 


| couldn’t calm down and scratched my neck gently. | then 
realized the passing nobles were all looking at one place. No 
one was looking at me. Bothered by that, | followed their 
gazes, and held my breath. 


Opposite the entrance, on the stone paved road illuminated 
by the streetlights, a lady was walking over. She attracted 
the gazes of all who passed her by, but still walked 
confidently forward. On top of her vermillion hair were 
glittering silver accessories. Her gown covering her slender 
body was as red as her hair. Her matching colours 
contrasted with the paleness of her shoulders and nape, 
making her look extremely beautiful. Her eyes contrasted 
nicely with these colours, sparkling like the stars in the night 
Sky. 


Linaria stood before me with her head cocked, her earrings 
swaying along with her. 


Sorry for the wait. We will be going with that snarky idea of 
yours, huh. You even prepared the gown, shoes and even 
make up.[] 


[]... Well, Momon told me to leave it to him, so | did just that. 
This is really...J] 


| tried to fudge things over with a smile. | wanted to say 
something to her. Like, you looked different, so maybe your 
personality would change too. Or, it’s rare seeing Linaria 
wearing make up. All sorts of words flashed across my mind, 
but | held it all back. 


What. Just say it out loud.[] 


Linaria glared at me with her hands on her hips. | felt 
relieved that Linaria was acting as always. However, her 
eyes felt different than usual, and made my heart thump 
more intensely. 


[lt suits you really well. Erm, you are beautiful.[] 


It sounded cliche like a line from a movie. | never thought | 
would ever say that. But | didn’t regret it or felt ashamed. 
Those were my true feelings, so | think those words were 
just fine. 


Linaria looked at me with her mouth agape, then covered 
her face with her hands. She was blushing from her neck to 
the tips of her ears. 


[]... Don’t say something so embarrassing. | don’t even know 
what kind of face | should make.[] 


[You can hold your head up high. Be prominent enough to 
overshadow me. Since people will be suspicious of a man 
like me having such a beautiful fiancee.[] 


| said jokingly, and Linaria raised her head and smiled. Her 
face was still red, and my chest felt warm just looking at her 
face. 


Linaria reached out naturally to straighten my bow tie. 
[Don’t mind it, you look great too.[] 


LIl’m happy that you said that, although it would be better if 
you sound more convinced.[] 


[That’s too hard, give it up.[] 


[iCan’t you let me fantasize a little? 


[Isn't it already dream-like for the two of us to attend the 
Welcome Song Party?[] 


HYou’re right.]] 


Linaria invited me to a party hosted by the academy in the 
past. | rejected her back then. | never thought | would still 
have the chance to go again. 


[Well then, let’s go.[] 
[Yes.[] 


We nodded together and walked forth. | observed the nobles 
walking nearby. The men all offered their hand, and the lady 
clinged to their arms. | mimicked their motion and offered 
her my hand. 


Linaria reached out stiffly, then moved to my side. | could 
smell a floral fragrance. She must have put on perfume. | 
would never forget this scent for the rest of my life. 


| took a step forward. Linaria stepped forth too. Linaria was 
beside me. | could feel the warmth on my arm, and a light 
weight. | didn’t dare turn to look. Having Linaria walking by 
my side felt like a dream. 


The guards waved at us at the entrance, and asked us to 
present our invitation letter with a strict tone. 


Linaria took out a folded paper from the purse hanging on 
her elbow, and gave it to me. This seemed to be the job for 
the men. | handed the letter to the guard. 


[The confirmation is complete. My apologies, but who might 
you be?[] 


[l’m...4] Saying this took quite a bit of courage[jher fiance.[] 


When | said that, Linaria gripped my arm tight. | tried to 
smile as naturally as possible. 


[Pardon me, but could | confirm your proof of matrimony?{] 


He was careful with his words, but was insistent on his 
demand. | handed him the letter of engagement prepared 
by Celine-san. My heart was racing when the guard checked 
the letter. 


The guard looked at me with a blank face. | gulped. 
[Please come in. Have a wonderful evening.[] 


The guard passed the letter of engagement back to me with 
a smile. | put it in my pocket with a smile of relief. 


HYes, thank you.[] 


The two of us walk in at a slightly fast pace. When we were 
out of sight from the two guards, we exhaled in relief. 


[]... | was So nervous.[] 
Me too. My heart is still pounding.[] 


Linaria looked at me with a blushing face, but her smile was 
more cheerful than usual. 


[Doing naughty things occasionally isn’t bad at all.[] 


[That doesn’t sound like something the top of the school 
year should say.[] 


We then laughed, then mixed into the crowd. 
[ILook, everyone is gathered at the front courtyard.[] 


Like Linaria said, the beautiful courtyard nearby was filled 
with people. Long white tables were placed all around the 
venue, with vibrant dishes placed on top. Servers walked 
around, serving beverages in glasses from their tray. 


DA standing buffet in the courtyard. Amazing.[] 
[It’s a culture unique to nobles. It’s done really well.{] 
[If we are going to eat, | will rather do so sitting down.[] 


Ll know how you feel. | can’t taste the food properly in such 
a haphazard fashion.[{] 


She said while eyeing the bite-sized meat dishes. | couldn’t 
help smiling at Linaria’s comment. Contrary to her slender 
figure, she was a glutton. 


We walked around the venue slowly, and | observed my 
surroundings, careful not to miss anything. 


[How is it? Is she here?[] 
LINo, not here. Maybe she isn’t here yet.[] 


| answered quietly. | didn’t see Tize, Phyllis-san, Claire-san or 
the two male guards. 


Well, it’s common for the host to show up late.[] 
Linaria said. 


A cool night breeze blew through the courtyard. Linaria 
pulled her hair behind her ears. | couldn’t tear my eyes 


away from her innocent movements. 


Sensing my gaze, Linaria cocked her head slightly to ask me 
what it was. 


In that instant, | didn’t know what | should say. My words 
were going to spill out quicker than my mind could process. 
This must be the urge to express the emotions building up 
in my chest. 


Before | could say it out loud, a voice interjected from the 
side. 


[May | know what the two of you are planning to do?[] 


| looked over to the source of that familiar voice. It was Aina, 
Linaria’s friend, who was also a noble. And of course, she 
was wearing an elegant dark blue gown and all dolled up. 
She looked completely different from the usual Aina in her 
school uniform. 


Oh, instead of that, Linaria-san! You look amazing in that 
gown!{] 


She was still the same old Aina. She approached Linaria with 
Sparkling eyes and her hands before her breasts. Linaria 
stepped back and used me like a shield. 


Why, thank you. You look great in your gown too.[] 


[It’s an honour to be complimented by Linaria-san! | 
thought Linaria-san won’t be attending, is there a reason for 
your presence? Well...]] Aina glanced at me sideways. []l can 
guess the gist since you are also here. How did you sneak 
in?[] 


Should | praise Aina for being astute? Or should | feel 
troubled by her assumption that | was always up to no 
good? This was a conundrum. In any case, since Aina 
admired Linaria twice as much as normal people, | couldn’t 
tell her | was her fiance. | might get stabbed on the spot. 


Well, | got my connections.[] 
You did something again, didn’t you?[] 


She might look like she was smiling, but Aina was looking at 
me with narrowed eyes. 


[It’s rude to say ‘again’. It’s not that frequent...[] 


[Do you dare say you didn’t do anything?[] 


| fell silent. 


Well, Aina once helped me when | was in trouble. She 
helped me sneak into the academy when | wanted to meet 
Linaria, and even worked for me in the shop. Embarrassing 
to say, Aina was right. 





See, you can’t refute that.[] 
[]... No, nothing for today yet.[] 
LYet? So you will be doing something later?[] 


| couldn’t say anything as she leaned in menacingly. She 
was right anyway. 


[| don’t Know what you are scheming, but give it up. This 
isn’t your shop. This is a gathering place of the movers and 
Shakers in this city. If you did something dumb, it won’t get 
laughed off as a joke.[] 


Aina looked serious, and | could clearly tell that she was 
worried about me. That made me glad. She was Linaria’s 
friend, but also a friend of mine too. 


[Thank you for your advice, | will keep it to heart.[] 


[]... Really now, that’s worrying. You are always doing 
something scary without any premonition.[] 


Hl’m grateful for your concern, but do you know where the 
two Songstresses are?[] 


Aina looked at me when | asked that, then closed her eyes 
and massaged her temples. 


[]... | feel an oncoming headache. Did | hear wrong? | don’t 
think it’s true, but are you going to do something rude to 
the Songstresses?|] 


UNo, not at all. It’s just, right, | just want to have a few 
words with them.[] 


[Linaria-san, you are getting involved too?[] 


Linaria shrugged at Aina’s question. 
[I’m just accompanying him.{] 


[That’s great, then slip away with me. Let’s run before this 
plebeian cause any trouble.[] 


[lt doesn’t sound like a joke when Aina says it.[] 


| said with a smile, but Aina’s eyes were serious. Oh, she 
wasn’t joking around. 


[Plebeian-san, listen up, plebeian-san.[] 
[Don’t say it twice.[] 


UI will explain it to you with simple terms you can 
understand. Being involved with the Songstress means 
being dragged into the world of politics. You will be drag in 
by money and power to a place you can’t see.[] 


(jl see..[] 


Just the Songstress visiting was enough to fill the city with 
crowds. Even a small shop like mine made a killing, and the 
experts in the business would make even more money. 
Intentional or not, the movement of the Songstress would 
cause a big financial windfall. Hence, it was natural for those 
in power to get involved. 


Llf you accidentally become too prominent, you will get 
marked. You don’t want that, do you?[] 


[That’s right, I’m shivering at the thought.[] 
Hl’m not kidding.f] 


Aina glared at me with raised eyebrows. 


[Thank you for your concern. | Know how serious it is. | 
might look naive in Aina’s eyes, but | still know that much.[] 


| was taken away in cuffs once before. | was lucky and got 
taken to a hotel room, but there was a possibility that | 
would end up in a prison somewhere. | could feel a chill 
down my back at the thought of that. 


[But there is something | needed to tell them.[] 


Hey, I’m only asking now, but{j Linaria looked me in the 
eyes. []Why are you going so far to meet the Songstress? 
You are not trying to return a favour, right?[] 


There were many reasons, and it wasn’t difficult to list them 
out. | didn’t notice Tize’s cry for help, and regretted it. | 
couldn’t bear seeing a good kid like her suffering. Everyone 
in the Indecent Alliance was waiting. Whatever was fine, 
those weren’t the reason | chose. | was here for a much 
simpler reason, and only Tize and | would understand. 


[I think | understand that child’s feelings. | really, really 
understand. But | can’t convey my feelings to her. Tize still 
feels that she is alone. | will regret it if | leave things be. | 
don’t want to live my life thinking about what | should have 
done in the past.[] 


My words flowed out smoothly. | said something | just 
realized myself. After declaring that, it took definite shape in 
my heart. 


Aina looked at me and sighed. 


[You are a really weird person. You snuck in here for such a 
reason. I’m surprised by your initiative.[] 


[lt can’t be helped. This guy just can’t ignore an abandoned 
kitten.[] 


[Abandoned kitten?[] 


Aina asked puzzledly when she heard Linaria. Linaria just 
brushed it off with a smile. Aina relaxed her brows, as if she 
had given up on that line of question. 


[]... Only Lady Phyllis will be attending the Welcome Song 
Party. She should be here soon.[] 


[1So, Tize isn’t here?{] 
That would be a problem. But Aina shook her head. 


[She should be on campus, since they just informed that 
She isn’t feeling well.[] 


[Thank you Aina, you’re a big help.[] 


Then it was possible to proceed. | needed to find Tize who 
was somewhere on campus, and talk with her without being 
discovered. Hmm, that sounded simple. 


| nodded to encourage myself, then saw Aina squinting at 
me as if she was looking at something bright. 


OWhat?Z 


[]... It’s nothing, I’m just thinking that someone like you can 
be the protagonist of a story.[] 


[In the adventure stories that Aina likes?{] 


After | said that, Aina blushed and she cleared her throat. 


[| don’t really understand adventure stories, but challenging 
things that are said to be impossible is something | can’t 
do.[] 


[What do you mean?[] 


Aina’s words seemed to be implying something specific. Her 
face looked a little lonely. 


But Aina just shook her head to end the conversation, then 
looked at the deep end of the courtyard. 


[iLook, the guest of honour is here.{] 


The people around us noticed too, and stopped their 
conversations before looking in the same direction. There 
were many people who walked forward, as if they had 
waited for a long while. 


There were stairs in the deep end of the courtyard, linked to 
the school building. The door before the stairs opened, and 
the lights from the building spilled out into the courtyard. 
The Songstress appeared in the light. She was wearing a 
dark dress with a long train, but it was plain with almost no 
decoration. Phyllis-san’s wings were spread wide behind her, 
her standing posture seemed to imply she needed no 
decoration. 


She bent her knees and bowed gracefully. That movement 
was met with applause, which spread to the entire 
courtyard. Showered in applause, the Songstress walked 
down the stairs. She smiled after reaching the courtyard. 
She was used to compliments, which was probably natural 
for a Songstress. 


After Phyllis-san came to the courtyard, she was surrounded 
by a crowd. From my position, | couldn’t even see her now. 


UShe is really popular.{] 


[She might be old, but she is still a Heavenly Tigress. The 
powerful old men are youths in the past too. They must be 
happy to speak with the Songstress they admired for so 
long.[] 


Aina said calmly. No matter the era, the gazes of women 
looking at men would always be so cold. 


[What's that about the Heavenly Tigress?[] 


[]That’s her nickname. She used to be as fiery as a tigress, 
and is unstoppable because of her wings. That’s what they 
said{] 


HEhh, that’s...[] | suddenly realized something. Whose the 
first one to say that?[] 


| asked, but Aina just shook her head. 


Who knows. | don’t know that. Aren’t the origins of 
nicknames always unclear?[] 


]... You are right.[] 


| nodded, then surveyed the area. Since Phyllis-san was 
here, then | should be able to spot the person | wanted to 
find easily. 


| turned to Aina and Linaria. 


[Since the scary Heavenly Tigress is surrounded by old men, 
| will use the chance to search for Tize.] 


[Alright, be careful.] 


Linaria said with a wave of her hand. 


[... How worrying. Don’t do anything dangerous. ] 
Aina said with furrowed brows. 


| nodded at them and left. Fortunately, the gazes of 
everyone in the courtyard were focused on Phyllis-san, so 
no one paid attention even if | walked around. 


| went around the crowd surrounding the Songstress, and 
approached the stairs. That person was standing quietly in 
the shadow. She seemed to have noticed me, and our eyes 
met. | stopped about three steps away. 


[You must be Claire-san. Good Evening.] 


She was a dark-haired beauty who suited her butler clothes. 
She was the one who picked up Tize at the Café, and sent 
me back. Her face didn’t change after hearing my greetings. 
A while later, she said with a sigh. 


[Where should | start? This is troubling.] She then shook her 
head gently. [You are just wasting your time. Leave before 
Phyllis-sama admonishes you. ] 


[Il thought as much, but since I’m already here, can | see 
Tize?] 


There wasn’t much time, and | wasn’t confident about 
convincing this person through glib of tongue. After getting 
straight to the point, Claire-san closed her eyes. 


[... You came all the way here just to see Tize?] 
[That’s right. ] 


| nodded, and Claire-san looked at me seriously. Her eyes 
were implying she had never seen such an organism before. 


[You took such a big risk just for that?] 
[Is there any reason more important than that?] 


| replied immediately. Claire-san’s expression changed for 
the first time. She was staring and her mouth had softened. 


[| can arrest you right now, and send you into a real prison.] 


That was true, she did have that authority. | couldn’t refute 
that, since | was still holding the forged document. 


[But you won’t do that. ] 
[Are you looking down on me?] 


Her narrow, icy eyes were prickly, but | endured it and shook 
my head. 


[Because | know you are worried about Tize. ] 


When she came to my shop, her expression softened when 
she saw Tize. She was definitely relieved after confirming 
Tize’s safety. She even held back Tize back then. 


[You must be the one taking care of Tize, right?] 
Claire nodded to affirm my question. 


[Yes, but that doesn’t have anything to do with arresting 
you, right?] 


| took a deep breath. This was the crucial moment. This 
person definitely knew where Tize was. So | needed her to 
show me the way. That was the only method. | needed to 
convince her. 


[What if | can solve Tize’s troubles? ] 


[That’s hard to believe. ] 


She rejected me coldly, which was expected. To Claire-san, | 
was just a stranger she had met a couple of times. 


But | couldn’t back down here. 
[Tize can’t sing right now, correct? ] 
Claire-san looked at me with eyes wide open. 


[Tize told me about that. The only ones who know are 
Phyllis-san and the person taking care of her—— which 
means, you. ] 


[... You are saying, that girl trusts you that much?] 


[That is a fact. Tize came to me for help. However, | didn’t 
succeed. That’s why | came here to meet her. ] 


Claire narrowed her eyes to a slit. 


[| see, it’s not a surprise if Tize told you that much. | don’t 
know why that child trust you so much. So, what can you 
do? Nobody can understand the pain that child is feeling. ] 


[| can’t be sure that | understand. However, | can empathize 
with her. What Tize is thinking, what she is rejecting, and 
what she wants, | can understand all that. ] 


| said firmly. To be honest, | wasn’t that confident that | 
could do anything. Even so, it was still important to say that. 
In order to make her trust me, | needed to show the resolve 
of taking responsibility. 


[i—— Why are you so confident about that? Tize’s pain and 
solitude isn’t something...[] 


[| Know the pain of solitude very well. More than anyone in 
this world.[] 


Claire-san locked her gaze with me. | had to stand firm here. 
| didn’t have any basis | could tell Claire-san. | could only 
hope she could understand my feelings of wanting to help 
Tize. My presence could help Tize, and | had that value. 
Aside from making her believe | was capable of that, | didn’t 
have any other way. 


How long did we stare at each other? | could only endure 
the gaze silently boring through me. Finally, Claire-san 
closed her eyes to cut off her gaze. 


[That child,]] She said. Had been worried about you since 
yesterday. She felt that she caused you trouble. It was rare 
seeing Phyllis-san meeting you directly and declaring you 
innocent.[] 


She then opened her eyes. Claire-san turned around. 
[Please come this way.[] 


| stared at her back after she started walking, then followed 
hurriedly. | was happy that Claire-san acknowledged me, 
and felt relieved. 


Claire-san walked up the stairs and entered the campus. We 
walked without hesitation. After turning the corner, we 
climbed up more stairs. If | fell behind, it would be difficult 
for me to leave alone. That was how big and complicated 
the layout was. 


She finally stopped before one of the rooms at the highest 
level. It had a extravagant door not commonly found ina 
school campus. It had the style of a top class hotel. 


Claire-san knocked the door, then opened it without 
hesitation. She opened a path for me. 


[Please go in.[] 
| walked into the room, and the door was closed behind me. 


The light wasn’t on, and the room was dim. The room had a 
large window, and moonlight shone in from there. The light 
illuminated a small figure. Her back was against the window 
as she sat on the floor. She was hugging her knees and 
buried her face in her lap. 


The unmoving small figure felt dream-like, as if she would 
fade away in the faint light. Just like that rainy day when | 
found her in the ally, loneliness loomed over her shoulders. 


(J——Tize.[] 
| called out as if to confirm she was still there. 


She raised her face with a start. Her dazed eyes caught 
sight of me. Tize was silent, and so was |. In the dim room 
illuminated by moonlight, we kept staring at each other. 


The first to speak was Tize. With her eyes wide open, she 
said quietly as if she was dreamtalking. 


HEhh, it’s... B-Big brother? But why...[] 


LYes, it’s me, your big brother. Shouldn’t you say ‘long time 
no see’?|] 


[jBut, how can this be... Grandmother she...[] 


Tize stood up with a start, then ran towards me and hugged 
my waist. 


HY-You can’t. If grandmother finds you here, you'll get in 
more trouble.[] 


She said as she pushed me. | knew that Tize was pushing 
with all her might, but her strength was too weak. | wasn’t 
pushed at all. 


[Ughh, I’m serious! Please move! And why are you here? | 
caused you so much trouble, so why...?[] 


The hands pushing me lost their strength, and just held onto 
the hem of my shirt. She looked down and leaned her head 
against my chest. 


HWhy—— are you here?[] 
Her voice was trembling. 


Ll came here to see you, Tize.[{] | said. {We haven't finished 
our conversation, right? And Pleek-san is working as a chef 
in my shop today. Like he said before, it’s regarding the lie 
he told his mother from the countryside. So, we will be 
troubled if Tize isn’t here. 


U... Ugh. 
Her grip on my shirt tightened. 


[Everyone in the Indecent Alliance wants to see Tize too. We 
even gathered yesterday for a strategy meeting. We were 
discussing how to bring Tize back. Although they suggested 
dangerous ideas, which is troubling for me.[] 


| then continued: 


We will be troubled if you suddenly disappears. I, as well as 
everyone else, are waiting for you, Tize.[] 


Tize pressed her head against my chest and kept squirming. 
| put my hand on her head, and gently caressed her soft 
hair. 


[Tize, you think there isn’t any place for you, right? You 
think you’re not needed by anyone, and wondered whether 
you should be here.[{] 


[]... Why do you know that?[] 
[iBecause it’s the same for me.[] 


| looked into her eyes as she raised her head and answered 
with a smile. 


Actually, | came from a place far away from here.[] 

eesaks A far away place?[] 

LYes, it’s so far that | can’t return easily.[] 

[Big brother, do you want to go back?[] 

She asked with forthright eyes, and | answered with a smile. 


[| wanted to. | wanted so much. | felt that | couldn’t live 
here, and didn’t want to live here. So for a time, | confined 
myself to a room.[] 


My memories about that period had grown vague, but the 
searing emotions were still fresh in my mind, and the 
feelings were still smoldering deep inside. 


[Back then, | felt no one could understand my pain. Even if | 
said it out loud, no one would help me. So | lock myself in 
my shell, and was exhausted just getting by.[] 


Tize lowered her gaze, and leaned against my chest again. 


| didn’t Know how much of my words could reach Tize. | 
could empathize with Tize’s pain, but | didn’t dare say | 
completely understood it. Tize had her own pains that no 
one in the world could understand. But | still had some idea 
how to face those pains. 


Hey, Tize. When | asked if you have lied before, you 
nodded, right?[] 


Tize nodded gently with her head bowed. 


| wasn’t sure if | should say it out loud, or maybe | should 
pretend that | didn’t notice, and just soothe her gently. What 
| was about to say would touch the wound hidden deep 
inside Tize. 


Was it fine for me to touch that wound? Could | shoulder 
that responsibility? | was bound by those doubts. 


Tize lifted her head at this moment. Her squinting eyes 
caught sight of me. Under the bright moonlight, her 
loneliness was submerged quietly in ice. 


Oh no, | got it wrong, | suddenly remembered. 
She would misunderstand me again. 


| couldn’t pull away from her. No one had approached her 
before. Because she was a Songstress, the people around 
her were hesitant to avoid negatively influencing her. 


That was important, but at the same time, no one could 
understand her. 


Even though it might hurt her, there were times when it was 
necessary to delve in deep. After meeting all sorts of people 
in this world, | realized this obvious fact. 


If the people around Tize were hesitant, then | would do it. | 
was the one who realized it, so | should see this through. 


[Tize—— you can actually sing, right?[] 


My words didn’t affect the world in the slightest. It didn’t 
ignite any explosion either. | couldn’t use any magic. 
However, it made Tize’s emotions waver. 


Tize opened her eyes wide, and exhaled as if all the weight 
on her body was gone. 


Why do you know?[] 


[iBecause you hummed in the shop before, right? Someone 
with the trauma of singing wouldn’t hum so happily. So | 
realized it. It’s not that you can’t sing, you just don’t want to 
sing.[] 


[]... Big brother is so sharp.{j Tize said as she pulled away 
from me. She retreated to the window and squatted under 
the moonlight. [lt was true that | couldn’t sing when | first 
took the stage. | couldn’t sing, and my body couldn’t 
move... However, it’s a lie that | can’t sing after that. The 
same thing might happen again on stage, but | can still 
sing[] 


Why did you lie?{] 


When she heard my question, Tize smiled at me faintly. Tize 
spread her small wings under the moonlight, looking as if 
she was going to disappear. 


[In the end, it was useless even if | can sing.[] 


She said as she pulled her arms resting on her knees to her 
mouth. 


[I’m useless. My mother should have been a Songstress. 
Mother’s wings are beautiful, and her singing is great, and 
she makes my grandmother proud. She was supposed to be 
a Songstress, but she gave birth to me... which messed up 
everything.[] 


She sounded like she was speaking about someone else, her 
voice was strangely devoid of emotions. 


[Because of my wings, people said all sorts of things about 
my mother... My mother worked really hard to protect me, 
and her health failed because of that.[] 


Tize’s small wings were a symbol of incompetence in the 
Bird Tribe, | recalled what Granny Bonnie told me. With that 
foreign value in mind, Tize must have had an unbelievably 
hard life. 


After mother died, grandmother never smiled again. She 
just taught me to sing with all her might... Singing won’t 
make me happy anymore. It is my fault that everyone is 
unhappy. Even if | sing, | can’t move the hearts of anyone.[] 


Tize’s words tore at my heart. | couldn’t find the words to 
console Tize who could only live this way. Anything | said 
would sound hollow. 


Silence loomed over the room, not allowing any movements 
within its cold and dark domain. Only Tize illuminated by the 
faint light could break this silence. 


[]... That day, | couldn’t stand it anymore and ran away, then 
realized it immediately. Where could | run to? | didn’t even 
have a place to run to. It must be strange to not even know 
how to run away.[] 


Tize smiled in self mockery. That smile didn’t suit Tize at all. 


[ll didn’t even know where | was, and it started to rain... | 
was thinking that | couldn’t go anywhere. | wanted to cry, 
but the tears didn’t flow. Big brother then talked to me, and 
covered me with your umbrella.[] 


| recalled what happened on that day. For me, that was just 
a small fragment of my daily life. But to Tize, it was 
something more. 


[| was really grateful. It made me really, really happy. | was 
happy you sheltered me with your umbrella. After going to 
Big Brother's shop, | met a lot of Indecents, and spoke a 
lot... They were all good people.[] 


[That shop,[{] Tize said quietly. 


[To me, that was the first place where | could run to. | can 
still be myself when I’m in that shop. Not a Songstress, not 
someone useless, but an Indecent—— | was really happy.[] 


Smiling as if she was dazzled by the past, Tize looked my 
way. She looked as if she had seen through everything. 


[But it’s over now. | caused you a lot of trouble, big 
brother.{] 


[]... It’s not much trouble. 
Tize shook her head. 


[Big brother got arrested because | fled to your place. | 
finally understood. | shouldn’t have ran away.[] 


| should have told her that she was wrong. That she 
shouldn’t push herself so much. But | couldn’t say it out 
loud. 


[The times when | didn’t need to sing is over. | need to sing 
again. I’m a Songstress, so | need to keep singing.[] 


Tize stood up, walked to me and bowed deeply. 


Ll’m grateful for everything you have done. You even came 
here and listened to my rant, that makes me really happy. 
Please tell Pleek-san that I’m sorry. I’m sorry that | can’t say 
goodbye properly to everyone.[] 


Tize’s faint voice was trembling, and then stopped. She was 
clenching her fists and biting her lips, suppressing her 
emotions that were welling up. 


[ileacsate Tize, are you fine with this? With losing a place to hide, 
singing against your will. Are you happy about that?[] 


Tize looked up. Her eyes were still moist, but she was 
smiling. This must be a fake smile she had practiced 
numerous times. 


DAIl this time,{] She said. [All this time, | have been thinking, 
please save me. Someone save me. No matter how much | 
sing, no one can hear the voice of my heart. It’s a lie that | 
can convey my feelings with my song.[] 


So it was fine, she said. 


Singing is meaningless now. | just need to sing the way | 
was instructed, and satisfy grandmother, the guests, and 
everyone. | don’t mind at all. Because | have no other 
worth.[] 


This ts the last value | can create for myself. 


Tize said and smiled at me. The tears in her eyes rolled 
down her cheek. It glittered as it fell to the ground under the 


moonlight, and shattered like glass. 
[In that case... 


| wonder where my words were stemming from. My 
emotions were mixing chaotically, turning into a shape that 
even | couldn’t differentiate properly. There was only one 
thing | understood. | couldn’t stand Tize living like that. 


[Since you say you have no value, then | will take you.[] 


Tize opened her eyes wide. Her head then turned red as if 
she was steaming. 


(l-l don’t understand...![J 


[You think you have no worth, right? Then it’s fine for me to 
take you, right?[] 


LINo, that might be so, but taking me.[] 


Actually, | have been thinking about getting some music 
for my shop for a while now. So Tize can sing in my shop 
then. Hmm, that’s a great idea.[] 


[]I-It’s not great at all! Don’t decide that on your own...[] 


Tize waved her hands to express her dissatisfaction with the 
plan. Her wings were flapping too. 


[It’s troubling that you disappeared all of a sudden. Pleek- 
San isn’t the only one waiting, the Indecent Alliance will 
disband if Tize isn’t there. Those guys are just members of 
the Tize fanclub.[] 


LINo, erm, I’m happy about this, but...[] 


She hung her arms weakly and said with a lonely tone: 


[]... But grandmother will never allow this.[] 


That was a stronger lock than anything else. The existence 
bounding Tize and restricting her movements. However, 
there was a possibility there. That was a strong lock, but 
that also meant | just needed to break that one lock. That 
was all. 


[What if Phyllis-san agrees?[] 
O—— Ehh?{] 


LIf Phyllis-san allows you to go to my shop right now, will 
you come?{] 


If Tize shook her head right now, then it was all over. All this 
would be meaningless, and | wouldn’t be able to do 
anything. | could only believe that my shop was that 
valuable to her, and the time she spent with the Indecents 
was that important to her. 


Tize couldn’t answer immediately. 


She remained silent, as if she never considered this before. | 
just waited for her. How long did this silence last? When Tize 
finally looked up at me, she nodded as if to confirm 
something. 


[i—— That’s great.[] 


| couldn’t stop myself from smiling. | felt tense just waiting 
for Tize’s answer. 


[But grandmother will never allow this.[] 


[That’s right. She won’t permit this easily. However, | have a 
matchstick hidden away.[] 
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| wasn’t sure whether this matchstick could be lit. Maybe it 
would sizzle out before it catches on fire. Maybe the wind 
would blow it out right away. Even so, it wouldn’t ignite 
without being struck. 


| pulled Tize’s hand, and walked to the door. 

HE-Erm, big brother! ?{] 

[iLet’s hurry. We need to go back before the shop closes.[] 
OiH-Hurry back where?[] 

[You'll Know soon.[] 


When | opened the door, | could see Claire-san blocking my 
way. Claire-san’s eyes opened wide when she saw that | was 
taking Tize with me. 


[Claire-san, can you bring me to Phyllis-san again? | want to 
ask her for permission to bring Tize out.[] 


She stared at me, then at the panicking Tize, before looking 
at us holding hands. 


[]... It will be very difficult for you to get permission, even 
more so if it involves the young lady.[] 


[That’s true. But if there is anyone that can get permission, 
it will be me.f] 


| concluded with a smile. My emotions whirled in my body 
like a torrent. It flowed to every inch of my body faster than 
the beat of my heart, and pushed me to take action. 


Claire-san smiled. That was the warmest smile | had seen 
from her. 


lf that is so, let’s try it then. But if you fail, you’ll be sent to 
the Patische, you know?[] 


[That’s fine,. Everyone is intimidating me with that place, so 
maybe | should pay it a visit.]] 


| said and smiled back at Claire-san. She then turned, and | 
followed. 


| walked along the corridor while holding Tize’s hand. My 
heart was pounding, and my head was heating up. 


U... Why. 
| heard a voice come from my side. 
Why, did you go this far?{] 


We were walking briskly, so Tize and | were both breathing 
hard. | answered as we walked. 


[When | first came here, | was like you. | felt that this world 
was terrible, and didn’t know what to do. | hated everything 
and wanted to abandon it all, but couldn’t do it.f] 


| didn’t know what kind of face Tize was making. But | 
continued without being fazed. The overflowing heat made 
my throat dry from anxiety. 


However, now that | looked at it again, this world isn’t so 
bad. There are terrible parts and people | can’t meet again, 
but there are people important to me here. | met people 
who changed my way of life. So it’s still too early to give 
up.[] 


| wanted to go back to where | came from. | didn’t want to 
get used to this place. | resisted everything in my life. But 
after | met a girl, my life was dyed a different shade of 
colour. | met all kinds of customers, and can evaluate 
myself. 


[Tize, you might think you are unable to do something, but 
you actually can. So what if others say you’re incompetent. | 
don’t have wings in the first place, so that has nothing to do 
with being incompetent. To be frank, | don’t really know 
about Songstresses. But Tize, | will be troubled if you 
disappear suddenly. Everyone in the Indecents wants to see 
you, Tize. I’m just here to pick up a friend, that’s all.{] 


After going down the stairs briskly, we walked past the 
corridor and finally saw the door leading to the courtyard. 


| had been holding Tize’s hand, and she was holding back 
now. My smile deepened at that. 


| walked through the door, and saw the courtyard before 
me. After barging out suddenly, the gazes of many people 
fell on me. They were all nobles, powerful people, and the 
likes. But that didn’t matter. | wasn’t from this world 
anyway, so | didn’t care about such trivial matters. 


In the densest part of the crowd, | found Phyllis-san who was 
wearing a gown. The Heavenly Tigress was staring right at 
me. | took a deep breath and smiled back. 


| slowly descended the stairs towards the courtyard, with 
Tize following behind. Everyone in the courtyard was 
focused on me, but | wasn’t fazed at all. 


After walking down the stairs, | walked straight towards 
Phyllis-san. The crowd naturally parted, leaving nothing to 


block my way. The gazes merely observed me. My hand was 
gripped tightly, and gripped back in response. 


| stood before Phyllis-san and looked right at her. 
[]... How did you get in? You really did something foolish.[] 


After pulling the glass in her hand near her lips, Phyllis-san 
spoke. 


[Il came here to meet a friend, and didn’t realize | needed 
an invitation. Well, | still managed some how.[] 


LiWhen did you become friends with Tize?[] 


[We already were friends. And today, we reaffirmed our 
friendship again.[] 


Phyllis-san looked at Tize who was diagonally behind me. 
She gripped my hand again, probably out of fear. However, | 
Saw something different in the eyes of Tize as she looked at 
Phyllis-san. 


HAs for me, | didn’t know how great you were as a 
Songstress.[] 


My surroundings immediately became noisy, and | could 
hear all sorts of words. For example, [What a rude person{], 
or Jhow dare he take that tone with Heavenly Tigress- 
Ssama.[] They were all trivial matters. So | ignored them all 
and continued. 


[That’s why, I’m treating you as Tize’s grandmother for our 
conversation.[] 


Phyllis-san raised a hand to stop the growing murmurs of 
the crowd. Phyllis-san looked at me without a word, and | 


couldn't tell what kind of emotions she was feeling. She 
seemed willing to hear me out. 


Hl’m holding a party in my shop. A lot of our friends are 
waiting for Tize, so | want to bring her over. May | do so?{] 


HYou think | will agree?[] 
She sounded incredibly cold. | already expected that answer. 


[You really don’t learn, do you. | already told you to not get 
involved with Tize.[] 


HYes, but | don’t remember agreeing to that. | will return you 
the money.[] 


Phyllis-san’s eyes turned sharp. She must be very unhappy 
about my existence that went against her wants. | already 
knew she was such a person. 


H—— How foolish. Alright then, | will send you to a real 
prison this time. You must have gotten in through illegal 
means anyway. Someone, call the guards.[] 


She turned to signal that the conversation was over, and 
called out. She wasn’t loud, but her voice echoed through 
the entire courtyard, as if she was knocking on the 
eardrums of all the guests. 


The hand holding to mine lost its strength, as if Tize had 
given up. She must have expected this, and accepted this 
situation easily. 


However, | still had a small kindling left. 


Like a small flame shielded from the storm with my hands, 
this was the last light. | wasn’t sure whether it would cause 


an explosion. Or maybe all this was just my delusion, and it 
was meaningless. 


However, | still didn’t give up. 
This was an important answer | grasped in this world. 
| held onto Tize’s hand tightly, and took a deep breath. 


| was tone deaf and couldn’t sing well. | couldn’t move 
people with my song, but in this world and this place, only | 
could sing this song. So | wanted to sing this for the 
Songstress. 


| started with the opening lines. | must be off tune since my 
voice was trembling. The people looked at me with weird 
gazes. Some were frowning. But that didn’t matter. | wasn’t 
singing for them. | was just singing to the person with her 
back turned towards me. 


Phyllis-san wasn’t reacting. 
Maybe | got it wrong. 
| started feeling uneasy. 


| had misunderstood, and the last flame had whittled away, 
huh. My voice was Straining, as if something was caught in 
my throat. My voice stopped midway as if it had been 
crushed. At that moment, Phyllis-san turned back. 


H—— What clumsy singing. Where did you learn that song?{] 


Phyllis-san reacted without any bafflement nor mockery. If | 
could only describe it as nostalgia. 


What | just sang was a tune from my world. A sad song that 
would play in towns during the evenings. When Tize sang it 


in the shop, she said her grandmother taught that to her. 


[That’s my line, Phyllis-san. Where did you learn that song? 
This is a song from my hometown.[] 


This was a gamble. Could the implications in my words 
reach Phyllis-san? | could only hope. 


This song shouldn’t exist in this world. If it existed here, 
someone must have passed it here. It must be someone 
from my world, who came here just like me. A person 
searching for their hometown, singing it out of nostalgia. 


Phyllis-san opened her eyes slightly. She then looked at me 
carefully, as if she just noticed my existence. 


[Could you be...... ] 


There was no need for words. We were thinking the same 
thing. 


Phyllis-san definitely knew someone from another world, 
someone like me. 


This fact stirred my heart intensely. This was the clue | had 
been searching for. Someone from my world came here, and 
was in the same predicament as me. And she knew such a 
person. | wanted to step forward and ask about it. Where 
was that person now? Could they talk with me? What were 
they like, when did they come here? My anxious feelings 
were suppressed because | was holding Tize’s hand. 


It wasn’t the time yet. 


There were still many people who didn’t know the situation, 
and Tize was behind me. | breathed slowly to regain my 
composure, then smiled at Phyllis-san. 


[Shouldn’t we talk again on another day?] 
[... Yes, that seems to be necessary. ] 


Phyllis-san closed her eyes as if she had given up. She 
seemed to notice what | was going to say next. 


[In that case, why don’t you visit my shop on another day? | 
have urgent matters to attend to right now. Can | take Tize 
with me?] 


This was part of the negotiation, and also a threat. Just like 
Corleone-san and Momon-san, | mimicked the negotiation 
Skills of the top class merchants. 


| was implying that | wouldn’t discuss that with her if she 
wouldn’t permit Tize to follow me to the shop. 


| gulped, and waited for Phyllis-san’s answer. She crossed 
her arms, then shook her head slowly. 


[—— Alright then. But Claire must go with her.] 
[Thank you very much. ] 


| bowed, then turned. All people in power had volatile 
emotions. It would be a problem if she changed her mind. 


Tize, who was behind me, had her mouth agape. 
[Alright then, let’s go.] 
[Ehh, ah, okay.] 


Tize followed me, unable to believe what just happened. We 
avoided the crowds and walked towards the academy’s exit. 
We passed by Linaria and Aina along the way. 


[Sorry, but I will make a move first. If possible, please visit 
the shop too!] 


| said quickly. Linaria waved gently with an awkward smile. 
Aina sounded puzzled as she asked: [Wait, what’s going on 
here!?] 


| ignored her question and left. Linaria would explain things 
to her. 


When we left the courtyard, Claire-san caught up to us. 


[How shocking. | never imagined that you could convince 
Phyllis-sama. ] 


She sounded impressed. | smiled at her. 


[Like | already said, I’m the only one in this world who can 
do that. ] 


It was just a speculation, but | was right. However, my 
objective wasn’t met yet. | needed to do more than bring 
her out of the academy. She needed to see for herself that 
there was a place that would accept her. 


[Tize, can you make it to the shop on foot?] 
[Yes.] 


[Pleek-san’s mother should be there already, you need to 
act like his daughter. ] 


[Yes.] 


[Granny Bonnie will definitely come. She said Tize is her 
disciple. ] 


[Yes.] 


[Celine-san has settled her own problem too. To help us for 
Tize’s sake... | hope things went well for her.] 


Whenever | spoke, Tize would respond with a nod. Her voice 
was loud, but also trembling. 


We passed through the school’s gate, and ran towards the 
streets. Tourists were everywhere at this time, so the 
carriages would be stuck. We weaved through the crowds 
and kept walking. 


And finally, with a splatter, the colour of the ground was 
changed. Large drops of rain fell from the sky. It was a 
downpour commonly seen in this place. 


This caused a commotion amongst the pedestrians on the 
streets. The rain fell on us without any mercy. 


However, we didn’t have the time to take shelter from the 
rain. 


| looked back at Tize. One side of her hair and wings were 
drenched, but she still smiled at me. | smiled back. The 
sensation of the rain drenching my body felt really good 
right now. 


We ran in the rain. We would see the shop’s entrance soon. 
Everyone from the Indecents were waiting for us. 


Chapter 15: The Song of 
the Indecents 


When we reached the shop, the first thing we saw was 
Pleek-san kneeling before an old lady crossing her arms. 
Baffled by this, | stood in place stiffly. 


[]... What’s wrong?[] 
Tize said puzzledly, and leaned forth to peek. 


Noticing us hurrying into the shop, the old lady looked over. 
She looked at my face, then at Tize, and squeezed out a 
wrinkled smile. 


Oh, what a cute child! Might you be Tize?[] 


At this moment, the sounds of chairs being kicked echoed in 
the shop, and many faces looked over. 


[It’s true! Hey, Tize-san is back![] [J]Tize-san, | have been 
waiting so long![] Hey, why is the shopkeep holding her 
hand, how envious.[] [How can the shopkeep do that?[] 
[That’s right! Asking us to gather and eat here is too 
brutish![] Tize-chan will only see you act cool, damn it![] 
[We wanted to infiltrate in too! | even prepared the 
weapons![] [How sly![] 


The voices welcoming Tize turned into boos, then evolved 
into a chorus chanting [jHow sly![] 


No, this wasn’t right... | worked so hard, so why were they 
dissing me... If | left things to you guys, you people would 
use illegal means that would cause a huge uproar... 


| could only sighed at this, but Tize gently patted my back 
and said: 


[You are not sly at all, big brother. You worked hard to help 
me.|[] 


It was a little embarrassing to be comforted by a girl 
younger than me, but | could feel Tize’s warmth slowly seep 
into my body, and everything was fine. 


Hey! Shut up, and keep it down![] 


The old lady yelled loud enough to shake all the brittle 
utensils. She drowned out the boos, and the shop became 
as quiet as a school field in the middle of the night. The old 
lady nodded with satisfaction, then turned to me. 


[You must be the Shopkeeper.[] 
Oh, erm, yes.[] 


| answered bafflingly, and the old lady bent her already 
hunched back, bowing her head at me. 


Ll’m sorry for the trouble caused by my foolish son.[] 


After saying that, | finally realized that she was Pleek-san’s 
mother. Since Pleek-san was kneeling on the floor, the plan 
must have failed. 


[]... Please raise your head. Pleek-san only did this because 
he doesn’t want to disappoint his mother.[] 


| said in a panic. Why was | trying to make excuses? In the 
end, the accumulating lies filled me with guilt. 


Pleek-san’s mother looked up with a refreshing smile. 


[| know. He wants to make me happy, so the things he 
wrote seems too good to be true, and | already noticed.[] 


[]Oh, | see.f] 
She got straight to the point, and | felt drained. 


[| Know what my own son is thinking. But he dragged so 
many people in, and even pretended to own this shop. This 
child has always been putting his efforts in the wrong 
things.[] 


The mother glared at Pleek-san while she said that. Pleek- 
san straightened his back and averted his gaze with a 
cramped face. 


[But I’m glad that so many people are willing to help him. 
I’m very grateful that everyone can get along with this 
child.[] 


She then bowed deeply, and | waved my hands flusteredly. 
LINo, this is helpful for me too, so it’s fine.[] 

They would be ready to welcome Tize back this way. 
HMom, even the shopkeep said so.[] 

Pleek-san stood up with a smile. 

[Who said you can stand up?[] 

Ugh... Give me a break...[] 


That shameful voice made Tize giggled. His mother felt it 
was Silly to stay angry after seeing that smile. He tapped 
Pleek-san’s hand. 


Apologize properly to everyone.[] 
[Leave that to me. I’m the best at apologizing.[] 
[What the heck is that.[] 


Seeing his mother smiling exasperatedly, Pleek-san also 
smiled. The bond between parent and child could be seen 
clearly. This scene looked so bright. 


HMom, since you came all this way, why don’t you try the 
food in the city? There’s a first rate chef here who can make 
anything.[] 


Pleek-san said in a refreshing voice. But his mother shook 
her head. 


[That will be wasted on me. And | don’t really understand 
the taste in the city. Instead of that...]] his mother smiled. [I 
want to taste your cooking. You will always cook on my 
birthdays. Such as...[] 


She then gestured with her hands as she racked her brains. 
She couldn’t recall the name of the dish. 


Pleek-san knew what she wanted, and drooped his brows. 


That, huh? But compared to that amateurish dish, the food 
here taste better.[] 


Pleek-san pointed at the chef in the kitchen. Since Momon 
sent him over, his skill must be top class. 


LINo, | don’t need that cooking. So hurry up.[] 


[But | haven’t touched a knife for so long...[] 
[Stop making excuses.[] 


After forcefully saying that, the mother pushed Pleek-san’s 
back. 


| could understand his mother’s feelings. Instead of a first 
rate chef, she would be happier to taste her son’s cooking. 
That was how cooking was. It didn’t matter how good the 
ingredients or skills, it couldn’t compare to the cooking of a 
loved one. 


Pleek-san rolled up his sleeves and picked up a knife timidly. 
His mother watched over him with gentle eyes at the 
counter. 


Pleek-san’s plan went down the drain. | brought Tize back in 
a rush, but she didn’t have to pretend to be his daughter 
anymore. But this was for the best. He wanted to put up a 
vain facade, but his mother didn’t care about all that. She 
would be happy to see her son doing well. 


| looked at Tize. She was looking at Pleek-san and his 
mother with a smile. Tize already lost her mother. | wonder 
what happened to her father. That should be complicated, 
since that wasn’t brought up at all. 


At this moment, | heard a timid greeting come from the side. 
| turned and found Celine-san standing there. 


[Celine-san! Ehh, | thought you got taken away by the 
authorities ?[] 


[I thought so too, but things have taken a strange turn...[] 


She adjusted her thick glasses while saying that, then 
opened her eyes wide. She then squatted down and hugged 
Tize. 


[Instead of that, welcome back, Tize-chan! I’m so happy to 
see you!|] 


(Ugh, t-that hurts.[] 


Tize's voice was muffled after her face was buried into those 
bountiful breasts. Celine-san seemed relieved as she let go, 
then grind her cheeks against Tize’s head. Tize’s head 
bobbed up and down, and slowly put her arms around 
Celine-san’s back. 


Whistles and applause erupted around them. They were 
holding back because of Pleek-san’s mother, but that 
reservation was gone now. They cheered loudly [jWelcome 
back, Tize-chan![] (Welcome back![] [Welcome back to the 
world of the Indecents![] 


Tize was finally freed by Celine-san, and bowed with a 
bashful expression when someone cheered. That made the 
cheers even louder. 


Celine-san stood up and came quietly to my side, and said 
quietly. 


[Back to what we were saying, | met the official tracking 
me.[] 


She then pointed to a corner seat. | looked over, and saw a 
young man in formal attire there. He nodded with a smile 
when our eyes met. | then turned to Celine-san. 


[]... Why is he here?[] 


Actually, he wants to recruit me to be his clerk...... Ol 
[Isn’t that good? That’s why he is looking for you?{] 


| heard that becoming a clerk meant making it big for a 
ghostwriter. 


HINo, actually...[] 

(il fell in love with her words.[{] 

(Uwah.{] 

The sudden voice surprised Celine-san and me. 


The bureaucrat who was sitting just now was standing 
beside us. 


[il had seen many words because of the nature of my job.[] 
The man said. His face was flushed for some reason. []But 
this is the first time | have seen words filled with emotions. 
Even though Celine-san is just writing a dry superficial 
document, it seems to be alive and appeals to me... Oh, it’s 
wonderful.[] 


[]... | see.]] 


| didn’t really get it, but he was attracted to the words in 
Celine-san’s forged documents. 


So, you want to recruit her to be your clerk?{] 


[That’s right. | want to see more of Celine-san’s words. 
Everyday. If possible, | want to see her words written with 
emotions.[] 


| peeked at Celine-san. She seemed troubled. That was to be 
expected. Most people would never hear someone telling 


them that []l love your words so much that | want to see 
them everyday.[] So that was a natural reaction. 


However, Celine-san had the principle of putting her feelings 
into her writing. With that in mind, she might feel happy 
that someone likes her writing. Her face was blushing a 
little. 


[Easier Celine-san, why don’t you hear him out. You are 
troubled by your father’s finances anyway.[] 


After | said that, the man suddenly made a serious face. 
HAre you troubled by something?[] 


Actually, my father is a guarantor, and a loanshark is 
hounding him to pay up...[] 


[| see. Depending on the situation, | might be able to take 
some countermeasures. There has been a lot of problems 
during this period, and we are working hard to look over 
things. Can you tell me the specifics?[] 


HEhh... Alright.[] 


| thought he was a weirdo who likes words, but he was 
acting like a dependable bureaucrat. Both Celine-san and | 
were looking at him in a daze. Was | mistaken about his 
eyes looking hyped up? 


LIlf your emotions are affected, your words will get affected 
too. | won’t let the loansharks affect you.[] 


... This person had a weird sense of judgement. 


| couldn’t help smiling at the sight of them returning to their 
seats. They might be more compatible than | expected. 


After looking around the shop, | found them enjoying 
themselves casually. The atmosphere in the shop was 
different than usual, with tables covered by white 
tablecloths and candle stands. Servers were standing 
everywhere, but most of them had been pulled aside to 
have their meals. 


Most of the customers were familiar faces. They were 
gathered here to support Pleek-san’s lies, and to welcome 
Tize. And now, Pleek-san’s plan had fallen through, and Tize 
had returned. There wasn’t any need for the tense 
atmosphere anymore. 


Tize sat at the seat closest to her, and was mobbed by the 
crowd. | could hear people saying things like [JJwhere did you 
go[] or []your wings are really cute.[] 


This was a wonderful sight. Everyone got along well. | felt 
my efforts were rewarded just by seeing this. 


Before | realized it, Claire-san was standing beside me. She 
must be lurking nearby, even though we went back to the 
shop together. 


[]... She is making a good expression.[] 


| said to Claire-san while watching Tize seriously answer the 
queries bashfully. Claire-san didn’t say anything in response. 
But her gentle eyes watching Tize conveyed more than any 

words. 


Chapter 16: Where She 
Belonged 


If there were times you drink to drown your sorrows, there 
would be times you drink to enjoy your times with others. As 
it turned late, the Indecents said they wanted to drink, and 
left the shop. When adults were happy, they would want to 
drink. They left one by one after bidding Tize farewell. 


Only the dirty utensils and restaurant decor were left 
behind. The employees dispatched by Momon swiftly tidied 
the utensils, tablecloth and candle stands, then made plans 
to collect them tomorrow. 


Celine-san went back to discuss the matters about her 
family with the officials, and Pleek-san brought his mother 
home. The shop turned quiet, in deep contrast with the 
rowdiness earlier. 


Claire-san was seated at the tables. Tize and Granny Bonnie 
were still at the counter. Tize walked around, making a 
ruckus and singing with the Indecents, and was exhausted. 
She rested her head on the counter sleepily, and dozed off. 
Granny Bonnie watched over her with gentle eyes. 


[Children should be carefree.[] 


HYes, you are right.[] 


| looked at Tize. Her eyes were closed, and her breathing 
even. Her sleeping face was like the culmination of 
innocence, just like an angel. 


[| don’t Know what you did, but you must have worked 
hard.[] 


| shook my head when Granny Bonnie said that. 


Actually, | didn’t do much. Thinking back, Phyllis-san 
wasn’t serious about stopping me.[] 


Hmm ?{] 
Granny Bonnie supported her face with her palm. 


[That was just my gut feeling without any basis... When | 
approached Phyllis-san with Tize, her eyes weren’t that 
sharp.[] 


[JHer eyes?[] 


[Isn’t that obvious? A man like me was bringing her 
precious granddaughter out, you know? Normally, she 
should be yelling at me furiously. It feels kind of warm, or 
nostalgic.[] 


| said as | thought what happened, and Granny Bonnie 
snorted. It was an action with a sense of intimacy. 


With her eyes on Tize, Granny Bonnie said: 


[That must be a grandmother with a terrible personality 
reminiscing the past. She lived a hard life as a Songstress, 
and anyone would fantasize about someone taking them 
away.[] 


She said, as if she knew Phyllis-san very well. 


eee As | suspected, you know about Tize and Phyllis-san’s 
circumstances?[] 


Oh, so you suspected that? You already realized, huh?[] 


After saying that nonchalantly, Granny Bonnie looked my 
way. 


[| was curious, since you seemed very knowledgeable about 
the Songstress and Tize. | thought this is because of the 
Indecent intelligence network, but Granny Bonnie shouldn't 
be interested in this topic.[{] 


Granny Bonnie smiled. 


[You're right. I’m actually acquainted with that old lady with 
a terrible personality. Although | had never met this child 
before.[] 


DAcquintances, huh. How was your relationship with her?[] 


Granny Bonnie who took pride in being an Indecent and 
moved around at night, and Phyllis-san who lived her life 
basked in the spotlight on stage. | was curious about how 
they were connected. 


[It’s nothing, just trivial matters. There was a time in the 
past when | was good at singing too.[] 


Granny Bonnie didn’t say anything more. | didn’t have the 
privilege of Knowing her storied past yet. This was true for 
everyone, we wouldn’t share our past unless we were 
interested in flaunting it. 


| suddenly recalled a tune Granny Bonnie hummed one day. 
Maybe that was part of Granny Bonnie’s past, and | could 
only feel it at that moment. 


Suddenly, there was the sound of carriage wheels rolling 
over stone roads. | looked out the window, and saw a 
Carriage stopped there. A while later, the door opened. 
Phyllis-san, who was still in her gown, was standing there. 


She surveyed the shop, then walked over slowly. | heard 
they were acquaintances, but neither Phyllis-san nor Granny 
Bonnie looked at each other, ignoring the other’s presence. 
That made me suspect whether they were really 
acquainted. 


Phyllis-san sat down beside Granny Bonnie. She raised the 
corners of her lips as she watched the sleeping Tize. 


[]... Looks like happy hour is over.{] 

LYes, it was really fun. Everyone sang together.[] 
[Sang together? This child? 

She said in surprise. 


| didn’t Know who started it. It was rowdy, and no one would 
mind since everyone was having fun. After someone started 
singing, the Indecents joined in one by one. They weren’t 
drinking, but they still acted like they were drunk. 


Celine-san then joined the singing circle with Tize, and Tize 
started singing with a smile. 


After | said all that, Phyllis-san quietly closed her eyes. 
[| see... It’s fine if she joins in the song willingly. 
There wasn’t a shred of surprise in her words. 


[You already noticed that she can sing?[] 


[Of course. | have been watching her, and can tell if she is 
lying. 


She said as she clumsily patted Tize’s head. There wasn’t 
any harshness in her gaze, and her eyes were filled with 
love for Tize. 


J... You should treat her gently all the time. It’s because of 
how clumsy you are in being strict, that things become so 
complicated.[] 


Granny Bonnie said quietly. This was the first thing she said 
after Phyllis-san came in. Phyllis-san grunted with a sideway 
glance. 


[JThat’s unnecessary concern. No matter how clumsy it is, 
don’t butt in on my education policy.[] 


Oh, sorry about that. But if you carried on like this, 
wouldn’t this child get crushed under the weight? You're 
lucky that this kid interfered and turned things for the 
better.[] 


Phyllis-san didn’t answer. She just closed her eyes, and the 
air turned tense. 


O— You're right, | admit it. There’s a possibility that | can’t 
save that child alone.[] 


[You are as hard headed as always.[] 
[It’s you who is too unprincipled.[] 


They glared at each other. They might be old acquaintances, 
but their conversation sounded like bickering. They seemed 
to be on good terms, but | hope they could spare a thought 
for me. 


[| have decided to protect this child. This child doesn't have 
a father, and lost her mother, I’m her only kin now. | will 
raise this child no matter what.[] 


[You are too hard headed, both regarding the death of her 
parents and the raising of this child. Your way of protecting 
her is no different than locking her in a cage.[] 


[But her wings—{] 


When Phyllis-san said that, Granny Bonnie smacked her lips. 
That made the shop even more tense. 


[What are you saying, stupid. So what if she doesn’t have 
normal wings, what nonsense. She is only seeing things this 
way because you push your views on wings on her.[] 


She then looked right at Phyllis-san. 


[That is a really narrow world. The people gathered here 
today don’t care about Tize’s wings. You’re the only one who 
is bothered. The idea of making up for her wings with her 
voice is destroying this child’s possibility.[] 


Phyllis-san’s eyes turned sharp, and she raised her brows. 


]... You think you understand this child’s pain? Being 
mocked for her wings that can’t take flight no matter where 
she goes. The weak can’t survive. So this child has to be 
strong. If others look down on her wings, then she has to 
make them submit to her voice. This child can only rely on 
her voice. That’s why I’m teaching everything | know to her. 
| will protect her until her voice can help her soar in place of 
her wings.[] 


(She is the one who will decide that! Did that child ever ask 
you to do that!? That she wants to make others submit to 


her voice, and prove her worth! ?[] 


[She can decide in the future. Without power, she wouldn’t 

even have the right to choose. To let this child live on freely, 
| want her to have power. | won’t forgive anyone who harms 
this child. | have the obligation to protect her.[] 


They were completely at odds. Both of them were right, and 
both of them had things they wouldn’t back down from. 


| felt it wasn’t my place to butt in, but | still sooke during 
this pause. 


Well, | understand how the both of you feel, but isn’t what 
Tize thinks the most important thing?[] 


The two of them looked right at me, then at Tize. Tize’s 
shoulders shook, probably from the pressure she felt. 


Elevate Tize, | Know you are awake.[] 
Tize didn’t move. A while later, she lifted her head timidly. 
[jWhat, so she is awake.[] 


Thinking back on what she said, Granny Bonnie commented 
bashfully. Phyllis-san looked over without saying anything. 


[iTize, you heard what was said, right?[] 
| asked, and Tize nodded. 


[Granny Bonnie and Phyllis-san are worried about Tize. 
However, the most important thing is what you think, Tize. 
Why don’t you share your thoughts with us. Phyllis-san will 
want to know too, right?[] 


Tize carefully lifted her head and looked at Phyllis-san. She 
nodded with her eyes still closed. 


Tize took a deep breath, lowered her gaze on the counter, 
then said with a stammer: 


Ll... like grandmother. When my mother was still healthy, 
she was always smiling, and treated me kindly... But after 
my mother died, grandmother never smiled again, and 
always looked very strict... If | can sing as well as my 
mother, maybe, grandmother, will smile again.[] 


This must be what Tize thought. This was her pure, 
untarnished feelings. And it made Phyllis-san open her eyes. 


[That’s why | practiced so hard, so | can sing as well as my 
mother, then become a Songstress. But grandmother still 
didn’t smile... So | worked even harder, and sang even 
better... However, when | got on stage for the first time, | 
realized...{] 


Tize said as she looked up at Phyllis-san. Phyllis-san held her 
gaze. 


[I don’t actually want to sing on stage. Many people 
applauded me, and the light was bright, but | didn’t feel 
happy. I... only sang to make mother and grandmother 
happy. | want mother and grandmother to praise me for my 
song, that’s why I’m singing.[] 


Tize took a deep breath to suppress her sobs. 


[Il don’t care what others say about my wings. But no matter 
how much | sing, grandmother won’t smile. So | think I’m 
incompetent, and don’t want to sing anymore. So | lied and 
ran away.[] 


Before | realized it, large teardrops were welling out of Tize’s 
eyes. She didn’t wipe it away, and her voice was still 
trembling as she conveyed her true feelings. 


Phyllis-san bit her lips hard. She narrowed her eyes, 
Suppressing her surging emotions. 


LI don’t know what | need to do to make grandmother smile 
like she used to. So, I’m incompetent, I’m, very sorry.[] 


Tize lowered her head, her voice almost fading away, and 
Phyllis-san hugged her. She held Tize tight, wanting to 
convey all of her emotions. 


[It’s enough. It’s enough, Tize. You are not incompetent.[] 
Phyllis squeezed out with a hoarse voice. 
But, ...0 


Phyllis-san shook her head, stopping Tize from continuing. 
She was holding Tize tight so Tize wouldn’t see her crying 
face. 


[]... Let’s stop the performances. If you don’t want to sing, 
then forget it. | will be happy if you are by my side. Oh right, 
how about going on a tour together. Let’s do something fun, 
Tize.[] 


She wanted to abort the performance now? | looked at 
Granny Bonnie, and she looked back and said with a smile 
[lf it’s her, she will really do it.]] 


| felt an indomitable resolve in Phyllis-san’s words. Her 
personality might be extreme, but she was basically a 
foolish grandmother. 


Erm, about that...{] 


Tize gently pushed Phyllis-san’s chest away. She looked up 
at Phyllis-san. 


[That will cause a lot of problem for many people.[] 
[It’s fine, leave it to your grandmother.[] 

[There are people looking forward to it.[] 

[Don’t worry, grandmother will think of something.[] 
She wasn’t getting through... 


Another thing,[] Tize looked over with a gentle smile. [jl was 
really happy when | sang with everyone. | felt happy about 
singing.[] 


Phyllis-san’s eyes were in a daze. 


[That’s why, even though | can’t sing well, | want to sing 
like my mother. | failed once before, but this time...[J 


UNo.[] 


Phyllis-san shook her head at that. She patted Tize’s head, 
and smiled warmly as if she could accept anything. 


[You don’t need to sing like anyone. It’s fine even if you 
don’t sing well. You just need to enjoy your singing, and sing 
however you like. That will be your song.[] 


This must be the smile that Tize missed so much. This must 
be the warmth that Tize craved so much. 


Tize nodded firmly. She looked like she couldn’t bear it 
anymore, and hugged Phyllis-san with a muffled cry. Phyllis- 


san held Tize, and patted her head preciously. 
Granny Bonnie and | looked at each other and smiled. 


[Really now, what a clumsy family, always causing trouble 
for others.[] 


[But this is wonderful. It really is.J] 
[That’s right.[] 
We smiled again, then | asked quietly: 


[]... Since you are Phyllis-san’s acquaintance, do you know 
this song?[] 


| quietly hummed the tune from my hometown, and Granny 
Bonnie opened her eyes wide in shock. She then smiled as if 
she realized something. 


fi— | thought your lack of common sense felt familiar, so it 

wasn’t my mistake.[] Granny Bonnie said quietly. [Someone 
taught Phyllis-san and | this song when we were young. He 

said he came from a place far, far away.[] 


| felt a chill behind my back, but endured it. | almost 
screamed. 


So it existed. 

Someone who barged into this world, aside from me. 
[Where is that person right now?[] 

| squeezed those words out of my dry mouth. | leaned 


forward, not wanting to miss any details from Granny 
Bonnie. 


Was he still alive? That might be possible. If that was the 
case | wanted to meet him. | felt a sense of duty, and my 
heart pounded intensely, and the blood rushed to my head. 


Granny Bonnie looked right into my eyes. | felt troubled. 
Granny Bonnie’s eyes seemed empty. 


HWho knows? | don’t know where he went. One day, very 
suddenly, he was gone without telling Phyllis or me 
anything, as if he was going out for a stroll. | never saw him 
again.[] 


| could only feel a sense of loss in my heart. Something in 
my heart had vanished, and couldn’t be filled up. After | 
made it so far. 


lesa ee Is that person important to Granny Bonnie?[] 

| asked on reflex. Granny Bonnie’s shoulders trembled. 
(Kind of. And he still is. 

| didn’t say anything more. 


When Granny Bonnie struck the match, | remembered 
something Granny Bonnie said. [JLet there be light.[] | heard 
that phrase somewhere before, and finally remembered. 


Let there be light. A phrase from the Bible. 


That person told Phyllis-san and Granny Bonnie about the 
Bible and songs, and they remembered it even after 
decades. But that person vanished. 


Where did he go? 


No one knew the answer to that. 


Chapter 17: If You Are By 
My Side 


This was my first time visiting a theatre. With the stage as 
the centre, the seats formed a three layered semi-circle, and 
it was a full house. The place was dim, but the people 
seated with their instruments could be clearly seen. They 
were probably an orchestra. 


The place was noisy. The expectations of what was to come, 
and the out of the norm experience made everyone too 
excited to stay quiet. 


More specifically, the people around me are the noisiest. 


Hl’m really nervous. Will Tize-san be fine?{] [Jl will jump down 
and encourage her.[] [JHey, this is the second floor.{] [It’s 
fine, I’m an adventurer.[] [JThat’s the issue, retard.[] 


In one of the stands on the second floor, the Indecents and | 
were gathered in one corner. We were invited by Tize and 
Phyllis-san to the first day of the performance. There were 
too many of us to secure seats, but the stands offered a 
good enough view. 


fl’m worried about Tize-chan...[] 
Celine-san said. 


[I said it’s fine. Let’s wait calmly.[] 


Pleek-san said, but he wasn’t calm either. 


The calm ones were like Granny Bonnie, who was supporting 
her cheek while leaning against the railing. 


[]... Hey, should | really be here?{] 

Linaria leaned over and whispered. 

[Why not? You did help me enter the academy.[] 

[That might be so, but | haven’t really met Tize before.[] 
[You will see her soon. Look, it’s starting.[] 


The orchestra played cheerful music, the tune was exciting 
and made me want to move around. The heartbeat-like 
rhythm sent our expectations to the roof. 


The red curtains on stage were drawn. A well dressed 
elderly man emerged from its seams, and started speaking. 


He thanked everyone for their presence, then finished after 
introducing Tize and Phyllis-san. | was glad it wasn’t a drawn 
out speech normally given by school principals. That would 
have been boring, and the crowd’s anticipation was 
overflowing, and he would have been booed if he went off 
track. 


The man vanished behind the curtains, and the music faded 
Slowly to silence. 


It was quiet enough to hear a pin drop. And finally, a last set 
of curtains were drawn. 


The stage was illuminated by bright white light. Tize was 
already standing there. She was wearing a beautiful gown, 


her hands together before her abdomen, and looking 
Stoically ahead. 


When the curtains were fully drawn, the moment we had 
been waiting for had arrived. 


The music started. It was a slow, soothing tune. Tize opened 
her mouth, and we leaned forward. We didn’t want to miss 
anything. However... 


—— Silence. 


The singing didn’t start, and the music continued. The 
conductor before the orchestra stopped the music. He 
turned and looked at Tize, then started from the top. 


We looked at each other, filled with unease. 


The tune stopped again without Tize’s voice. Murmurings 
were starting in the crowd. 


Tize remained still on stage. Her mouth was slightly agape, 
standing alone in that dazzling world. 


If this continued, she wouldn’t be able to sing. 
She still hadn’t found her song. 


The murmuring from the crowd was getting louder. 
Chattering could be heard everywhere. The performance 
might get out of control. 


We waited quietly, believing in Tize and looking right at her. 
We were all watching over Tize. 


But | suddenly realized something. 


We could see the stage clearly from here, but what about 

the reverse? Could Tize, who was standing on the dazzling 
stage, see us, who were on the dim stands on the second 

floor? 


Tize was alone in the dazzling world right now. 
HHey, Linaria[] 
ie What? 


Her answer had a tone of exasperation, even though | 
hadn’t said anything. 


You already know?[] 

[You must be scheming something anyway.[] 

[Why do you know that? Well, you’re right though.[] 
| smiled awkwardly, then looked at Linaria’s face. 


Ll might be drawing some attention later. No, | will be 
drawing a lot of attention. It will be embarrassing, but will 
that be fine?[] 


Linaria looked back at me with a resigned expression. 
[Do what you want. If it’s necessary, | will help you too.[] 
That answer made me really happy. 

[Well then, | won’t hold back then.{] 


| coughed, then put my hands around my mouth like a 
loudhailer. Sensing what | was about to do, Linaria laughed. 
She didn’t stop my foolish actions, and even permitted it. | 
really like this side of Linaria. 


| took a deep breath, swelling my stomach, then shouted at 
the stage. 


(Tize——! Go for it——![] 


My voice echoed through the entire hall. As expected of a 
theatre, the acoustics were excellent. 


| could sense the gazes from the entire hall directed my way. 
| was really prominent. The gazes weighed on me heavily. So 
Tize was enduring such pressure on the stage alone, huh. 
My chest hurt when | thought about that. 


The hall turned noisy. People were probably thinking about 
what the hell | was doing. My face turned hot from 
embarrassment. At this moment, a voice came from beside 
me. It was louder than me, and reverberated through the 
entire hall. 


[Tize! Go for it——![] 


Linaria shouted with her hands around her mouth, just like 
me. She then looked at me with a red face, and smiled 
proudly. 


[You need to do it like this.{] 


Her smile protected me from the pressure of the crowd’s 
gazes. If she was by my side, | could do anything. 


| was about to shout again when explosive voices came 
from behind me. 


[Tize-san, work hard!{j {l’m here, Tize——![] [Marry me 
——![] ]JTize-chan is so cute——![j []Princess——![] 


| looked back, and everyone from the Indecent Alliance was 
shouting whatever they wanted. They were shouting 
towards Tize, telling her that they were present. 


Granny Bonnie looked at me with both hands raised and 
shook her head. | smiled at her, then raised my voice to 
compete with the others. 


Our voices filled the entire hall. We didn’t fear the gazes 
directed our way, because we are shouting for Tize who was 
standing alone on the stage, and not for anybody else. You 
are not alone, we are all here, we did everything to convey 
that point. 


Figures moving hurriedly could be seen below. Three, then 
four, their numbers were increasing. They were the venue 
security, rushing over to stop us. 


We paid them no mind. We didn’t care about ourselves, and 
kept shouting for our comrade. 


Tize, who was standing under the limelight, turned our way. 
She might not be able to see us shouting, but she definitely 
heard our voices. 


Finally, Tize wiped the corners of her eyes, relaxed her 
shoulders and looked up. She then slowly opened her 
mouth. 


She didn’t have the wings that others had, and had once 
given up on singing. And now, she was taking a step 
forward. She didn’t have the wings to take to the skies, but 
She still flew. Even if they weren’t visible, her outstanding 
wings had still sprouted. 


It was fine even if she couldn’t fly. She could just rest again. 
If that wasn’t enough, the Indecents would give her our 


wings. Although those wings would be ugly and scarred, 
unable to exist under the sun and incapable of flight. 


We stopped our cheering. Tize was about to soar into the 
sky. We could clearly see her white wings spread out wide. 


And with her new wings, the Songstress serenaded the 
entire theatre with her song. 


